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NOTE, 


This edition of and Women is a verbatim reprint 
of the original edition of 1855* The poems Tv^hich it 
contains were subsequently rearranged by Browning, 
and in recent editions they will be found, together with 
others, under the lieads Drmmiic Lyrice, Dramatic 
Homance^, Men and H'cwnenj and In a Balcamj* Indexes 
of .titles and of first lines have been appended, and to 
facilitate reference the lines of some of the poems have 
been numbered. 

The following slight corrections have been made : 

P. 154, L 787, Halfway (Half way 1855, but cf* L 789)* 

P* 159,1. “ The TThe 1855). 

P. 226,1 816, Tis (Tis 1855)* 

In .dttdrea del Sarto, p. 172,*1. 157, ‘You painting^ 
appeal^ to have been a slip; later editions correct to 
‘ I painting ’* 

In Saul, p. 249, 18, 1. 6, ‘and why am I loth* can 
hardly havg been intentional; later editions correct to 
‘ why am I not loth’, wdiich the sense requires. 


1 kldRARy S i 

iNTRonucrioN 

Robert Browning is so essentially a modern, so 
closely in touch with the thought and feeling of our ow n 
day, that it is with something of a shock that we reahze 
that he is by birth not Early Victorian, but pre-Victorian, 
that he was contemporary with Godwin and Leigh Hunt, 
with Orabbe and Jane Austen, as w-ell as with Matthew 
Arnold and Swinburne, that in his young days even 
educated and cultured people knew nothing of Shelley and 
Keats, and that his earliest poems were written in 1824, 
the year in which Byron died and the year before Huscley 
was born. It is true that the poet was only twelve 
years old when his proud father tried to find a publisher 
for Zneondito; but the date is worth remembering, 
since Browning more than any other writer bridges the 
gulf which separates the early nineteenth cent^' from 
the later. People often speak of the early Victorians 
with some contempt, and mention the years between 
1837 and 1850—years when Dickens and Thackeray, 
Carlyle and Newman, Charlotte Bronte and Eluabeth 
Barrett, Browning and Tennyson, were all at work as 
if they marked a period of dull respectability, when art 
and literature were at a low ebb, and splid mahogany 
furniture and black horsehair were the outward and 
visible signs of an entire absence of the finer shades of 
feeling. Not only is this untrue in it-self—the names 
already Quoted are a sufheient refutation but the con¬ 
ception upon which it is based, that art and bohomianisni 
are necessarily allied, is fundaiueutally false. No man 
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c^n be entirely independent of Ids snrronndinga, but no 
man is dependent on them. The poet whom uncongenial 
circumstances reduce to silence is no * mute inglorious 
Milton but merely " the little singer of a day Great¬ 
ness shows itself in conquest, not in following the line of 
least resistance : Burns is a poet and a ploughman ; 
Milton spent the best years of his life in writing state 
documeiits. A poet may run cx}unter to all convention, 
as Shelley and Byron did, or he may be a worthy and 
respectable citizen like Chaucer and Shakespeare ; but 
the greatest artists have not been those who ignored or 
resented material things, who looked upon the body 
merely as an irritating eiicuinbrance, and put the world 
and the flesh into the same category as the devil, but 
those who were not afraid to face life, as it is, and to 
declare that the w^orld is very good ; those, in short, who 
were nut ashamed of being human. 

How good is man’s life, the mere living ! how fit to 
employ 

All the heart and the soul and the senses for ever in joy. 

Poetry has been defined ^ as ‘ the pow*er of seeing the 
whole in the part and the more carefully and reverently 
the part is studied the clearer becomes the vision of the 
whole. Contempt and condemnation may make a man 
a first-rate satirist, but never a first-rate poet, and help¬ 
less beating against circumstancos is the mark not of 
poetic genius but of * a second-rate sensitive mind 

The early Victorians were largely under the influence 
of Byron—it was fashionable to be misunderstood and 
misappreckted, to have a mysterious past and a grief too 


' By tilo lat« Dr. Caird of Jiailiol. 


IKTKODUCTI03J. 


vii 


deep for tears. Macaulay, in his essay on Moore’s Life 
of Byron has drawn an amusing picture of the effects of 
Byronism on the rank and file of the young men of the 
day, and Tennyson’s early poems show the same influence. 
The late nineteenth century had a no less morhid ten¬ 
dency to insist on the overpowering effects of sordid or 
commonplace surroundings.^ The hero of 1830 yearned 
for the infinite, and had a soul too great to be shackled 
by laAV or convention : the hero of 1890 lived in a slum 
tenement, or spent his life as a draper’s assistant. 
Bro'VTOing’s earliest poem—if we except the childish 
efforts of 1824— Pauline^ shows faint traces of the 
influence of Byron, but the prevailing note of his work is 
one of cheerfulness, not of regret. He can understand 
the terrible force of surroundings—we see that in The 
Flight of ike Dnchess —he softens down no sordid detail 
in the life of Mr. Sludge the Medium, but all the w'hile 
his thoughts are set on conquest, not on defeat. 

He was born in 1812 in typically respectable, middle- 
claas surroundings. His father was a clerk in the Bank 
of England, and since he was a nonconformist the code 
of those days cut his son of! from all possibility of public 
school or university education. Robert studied under 
a tutor at home and later worked for a short time at 
University College, London. But, while he lost some¬ 
thing that the ordinary boy gains, this home training 
was not without it-s advantages. The elder Browning w^as 
interested in mediaeval literature, and Robert early 
absorbed a great deal of very out-of-the-w’ay information 
without in the least realizing that the subjects in which 
he w'as interested were at all unusual." In later life we 
find him able to give technical instruction to a mediaeval 
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organist, or to discuss the properties of snake-stone or 
gum-tragae^nth with an Arab physician ; his poems 
are crowded with allusioi^s to men and books, to places 
and pictures and music, and yet all tliis wealth of detail is 
never obtrusive, for he has the poet’s gift of transmuting 
information into knowledge* He makes an allusion 
because he sees some vital connexion between its subject 
and the matter that he is discussing, because it drives 
home some particular point, not because he \vishes to 
display his learning, and the result is that wx never think 
of it as ‘ learning ’ at all* He is at once scholar, idealist, 
and man of the world. 

In the present day there is much talk about ‘ realism ’ 
and ^ idealism and the mference usually seems to be 
that the two are antagonistic, that " realism ’ depicts 
facts, and that facte are necessarily sordid and ugly, 
while ‘ idealism ’ carries us to a w'orld of beauty and 
delight which has no counterpart in teal life. The poetry 
of ;^bert Browning directly contradicts this inference. 
There never was a mote observant and conscientious 
realist than the poet who found Camberwell full of 
romance, who worshipped Shelley and Keats, and 
wandered across country, following the track of gipsy 
caravans. Not a detail escapes his eye, from the cut of 
a fur coat 

Like a reindeer’s yoke 
Falls the lappet along the breast: 

Sleeves for her arms to rest 
Or to hang as my Love likes best: 

to the way in whicli the 

small ferns fit 

Their teeth to the polished block : 
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The fhretic*s Trcu/edy brings tlie whole scene before us as 
grimly and vividly as any similar description in Foxe’s 
^ooJfc of Martyrs ; but Browning’s power of observation is 
something infinitely greater than merely an eye for minute 
detail. He makes no attempt to ignore or to soften down 
facts, he is not afraid to take life as it is, but he sees through 
the outward form into the reality whicli it clothes. * Facts 
may become trivial by being merely true,* wrote Oliver 
Goldsmith, but the triviality is due not to the fact itself, but 
to the mind which sees in it only an isolated phenomenon. 
The very directions to the musicians in the Heretic^s 
Tragedy are of dramatic value, they serve to intensify the 
horror and at the same time to make it bearable by making 
it more remote. Browning dares to write such lines as * 

Higgledy piggledy, packed we lie 
Rata in a hamper, swine in a stye, 

in a poem dealing with such a subject as that of Holy 
Cross Day. His sympatliy with the Jews does not blind 
him to the sordid vulgarity of " Aaron ’ and ‘ Solomon ’ 
and ‘ Micah ^ and the rest, he sees clearly enough that 
the results of persecution are by no means invariably 
ennobling; but to him the coarse and the sordid and the 
vulgar are human beings, and eonse quently itis worth while 
getting at their poifit of view*. Holy Cross Day can find 
room for the meanness and ugliness engendered by persecu¬ 
tion, and also for the faith which no persecution can kill:— 

Thou art the Judge. We are V^ruised thus. 

But the judgement over, join sides with us 1 
Thine too is the cause ! and not more thine 
Than ours, is the work of these dogs and swine 
Whose life laughs through and spit-s at their creed 
Who maintain thee in word, and defy thee in deed. 
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It h not dilBcult to aruuse ayiiipatiiy witli an ideai 
character, hut only a genius can lay hare ‘the soul of 
goodness in things evil \ and make us realize the point 
of view of the commonplaec man or the criminal without 
unduly exalting trivialities or condoning crime* Scarcely 
any poet except Shakespeare has treated such widely 
different types of character, or has shown equal power 
of understanding base and degraded natures \vithout for 
one moment low'criiig his ow]i ideal* Browning can 
sympathize with the cynical worldly wisdom of Bishop 
Blougram, and the weakness of Andrea del Sarto, as 
welt as with the sweetness and purity of the hoy David, 

God’s child with his dew 

On thy gracious gold hair, and those lilies still living 
and blue 

Just broken to twine round thy harp^strings, 

the untamed genius of Fra Lippo Lippi, or the calm 
serenity of the poet of Valladolid. One thing, and one 
aioac, rouses his scorn and contempt; he has no patience 
with those feeble souls who let ‘ 1 dare not wait upon 
I woidd’* The Statue atid ike Bust does not condone 
imniorslity, hut show^s us, as pitilessly as Shakesi>eare’s 
Meamre for Measure^ the ineffectiveness of that so-called 
virtue which consists in the non-g)mmittal of actual 
crime* Duke Ferdinand and the lady have sinned in 
will and in thought; it is no moral scmpic that restrains 
them, but mere lack of courage and energy, the same 
weakness that keeps asutidcr Chaucer’s Troll us and 
Cressida ; wherefore— 

Surely they see not Uod, I know 

Nor all that chivalry of His. 

The soldier-saints who, row on row 
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IJum upward each to his point of blue— 

Since the end of life being raamfest. 

He had cut his way thro" the world to this, 

Ciourage, in Browuing"s eyes, is a quality w^hich does 
not know defeat:— 

—what if I fail of my purpose here f 
It is but to keep the nerves at a strain, 

To dry one"s eyes and laugh at a fall, 

And baffled get up and begin again,— 

* So the cliace takes up one"s life, that "s all. 

Again and again we are reminded of Shelley"s saying : 

■ I always go on till I ana stopped; and I am never 
stopped/ Browning has the same dauntless confidence, 
the same unquenchable enthusiasm. With Shelley and 
Carlyle, he believes that truth must be victorious, and 
he shares the poet’s joyous creed :— 

For love and beauty and delight 
There is no death nor change. 

Carlyle had taught his generation to face life with 
grim courage, to work without seeking to be paid for it 
by happiness. Browning—who inherited much of C^ar- 
lyle’s influence—taught an even greater and more 
inspiring doctrine 

All we have willed or hoped or dreamed of good, shall 
exist; 

Not its semblance, but itself ; no beauty, nor good, 
nor power 

W'hose voice has gone forth, but each sur^dves for 
the melodist, 

When eternity confirms the - conception of an 
hour;^ 


^ Abi Vogler^ 
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though at the same time this belief in a future develop¬ 
ment never led him to underestimate the value of 
present effort, 

0 lover of my soul, 0 soldier saint 

No work begun shall ever pause for death, 

cries Pompilia ; but the work must be begun here and 
now, there is no place in any world for the shirker and 
coward* 

When it was finally decided that Browning was to 
take up literature as a career, he proceeded to prepare 
himself by carefully mastering the contents of Johnson^s 
dictionary, and the action was eminently characteristic’ 
in its practical energy and in the witness it bore to the 
fact that from the very outset he realized that poetry 
must be based on knowledge as well as on imagination. 
The poet is bom and not made, but something more 
than the mere accident of birth is required of him. 
Many otherwise intelligent persons speak as if poetry 
were a matter of divine inspiration and uothiug else, as 
if training and technique were hindrances rather than 
helps. It would be as sensible to say that the study of 
harmony would be likely to binder the development of 
a composer, or attention to drawing hamper the genius 
of an artist. Browning, young as he was, knew that 
hard w^ork is essential to siiceess, and he flung himself 
into the task of preparation with chamcteristic vehe¬ 
mence. Years later Dr, Jowett said that until he met 
Browning he ‘ had no ide^ that there was a perfectly 
sensible poet in the world * ; and few things are more 
striking than the combination of enthusiasm and sanity 
evident both in his life and his work. 


INTTlODUCTrON* 


xiii 


la 1045 Browning first made acquaintance with 
Elizabeth Barrett. They had been interested in each 
others poems and had corresponded, but Miss Barrett’s 
health had prevented them from meeting* She was 
suffering from the effects of a fall from her horse, and 
still more from the regime of her father, a morbidly 
religioiia man who ruled his household with pious severity, 
Mr. Barrett had made up his mind that his daughter was 
dying, and insisted on treating her as if she stood already 
at the gates of death* Browning almost forced his way 
into the sick-room, and his hr&Qzy cheerfulness brought 
a breath of wholesome air to the invalid. They fell in 
love with each other at once, but it was only after long 
and severe struggles that Browning, knowing all hope of 
obtaining her father’s consent to be out of the question^ 
persuaded her to slip quietl}" out of the house and marry 
him without the knowledge of her family. She returned 
home after the ceremony, and it was characteristic of 
Browning that during the time that elapsed between 
their marriage and the day that she finally left her 
father’s house and joined him, he never called on her. 
He would have been forced to ask for ‘Miss Barrett % 
and he could not bring himself to lie to the servant- 
girl. 

Browning’s love for his wife was one of those great 
passions which sweep through a life, dominating every 
thought and feeling. His was the stronger character of 
the two, and he was far too independent a being ever 
to merge his personality in another; but he loved her as 
a man might well love the ^voman whom he had saved 
from death, and he reverenced her as a greater poet than 
himself. He ie the least subjective of love-poeta, and 
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it is only occasionally that he gives ua a glimpse of his 
own life. In Bij the Fireside, in Ofie Word More^ in the 
wonderful death song of Frospice, the veil of reticence is 
lifted for one moment, and we see, not the poet revealing 
love, but the man holding out his hands to the woman 
whom he worships; but 

God be thanked, the meanest of his creatures 
Boasts two soul-sides, one to face tlie world with, 
One to show a woman when he loves her; 

and, as a rule, he keeps the second for her alone. All 
that he does is hers, and he is impatient of the limitations 
which will not let him ■— 

Paint you pictures, no, nor carve you statues ; 
Make you music that should alhexpress me ; 

but since in this life, 

Terse and nothing else have 1 to give you, 

all his verse is hers r— 

Other heights in other lives, God willing— 

All the gifts from all the heights, your own. Love. 

But if Browning writes few poems directly addressed 
to his wife or dealing with his own love story, he never 
tires of treating of the theme of love. To him it is the 
one thing that makes life worth living. The whole 
meaning of Love Anvofuf the Fuim is summed up in the 
final line— 

Love is best, 

and the same note sounds in A LoveFs Quarrel^ in Life 
in a Love, in Evelyn Hope. In Andrea del Sarto we see 
the weak man strangled by a passioii that is too great 
for him ; In a Balcony shows ns the momentary' glory 
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love can lend to a woman neither beautiful nor 
young :— 

Now I would face the world with my new life. 

With my new crowm Vil walk around the rooms 
And then come back and tell you how it feels. 

How soon a smile of God can change the world I 
How we are ail made for happiness—how work 
Grows piayj adversity a \vinning fight. 

He does not give us a sermon on the immorality of 
a loveless marriage, as Tennyson does in Locksley Hall; 
but in The Flight of the Duchess he shows its effect on 
a noble spirit, and in The Stalue atid the Bust he lays bare 
the pettiness of two souk who do not know what passion 
means. He offers no solution of the problem presented 
by Aug Wife to Ang Hitebandj when love lies between 
two beings on a different plane of character, or of the 
tragedy of unrequited love, but he has no doubt as to 
the purpose of his own life : 

1 am named and known by that hour’s feat, 
There took my station and degree. 

So grew my own small life complete 
As nature obtained her best of me— 

One born to love you, sweet 1 

This is something as different from the sensuous passion 
of Rossetti or Swinburne as it is from the conventional 
and contemptuous compliment of Congreve’s lyrics to 
Amoret or Selina, Mrs, Browning’s Sofinets from the 
Portuguesst Christina Rossetti’s Monna Innominala, 
beautiful as they are, have a tinge of morbidity when 
placed beside the frank manly exaltation of Browning’s 
love poetry. We must go back to such lyrics as ‘ Hark, 
hark the Lark such love scenes as those between 
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Portia and Bassanio, to find the same unselfconscious 
joyous delight in love, the same exaltation of reverence 
and rapture* Shelleylove poetry, with all its beauty, 
is apt to be ^ All breathing hninaii passion far above * ; 
Tennyson's is too analytical and self-centred, we grow 
w^ary of the plaints of Locksleif Hall and Matid ; but 
Browning unites the enthusiasm of the lover with the 
sanity and breadth of the true poet* 

He was married m September, 1846, and after 
the interval to which reference has been made, the 
Brownings left England and settled in Italy, where they 
hved until Mrs* Browning’s death in 1861* The influejice 
of Italy shows itself in a very large number of his 
poems. It is not only that his knowledge of early Italian 
art was, as Rossetti said, encyclopaedic,' he loved every¬ 
thing connected with the country of his adoption, people, 
language, and scenery* He showed the keenest interest 
in the struggle which ended in the establishment of a 
united Italy, and his admiration for Garibaldi, Cavour, 
and Mazzini, was unbounded. 

His attitude towards art is suggestive. He had con¬ 
siderable knowledge of the technicalities of painting, 
and he had studied the old masters as few professional 
critics had done* Mrs* Browning, in one of her letters, 
speaks of herself as urging her husband to write poetrj'^, 
and having no success because he would spend his entire 
day in modelling clay busts, which he smashed as soon 
as they were finished. Bculptuxe and painting were as 
dear to him as poetry itself, but his criticisms of individual 
artists are always made from the dramatic, not the 
artiatio point of view* 

Compare for one moment Browming and Ruekin, 
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Ruskin gives us a wonderfully vivid description of tbe 
picture with which he is dealing, we see every fold of the 
drapery, every Jewel on aword*hiIt or turban ; we realize 
not only the technical skill of the artist, his manage¬ 
ment of perspective, of light and shade, his particular 
gift of colour or drawing, but also the idea which he 
is trying to convey, and it is art and the capabOities 
of art in which our interest centres* Take, for ex¬ 
ample, his description of Faith in Veronese's picture of 
his family :— 

Perhaps a somewhat disappointing Faith at first sight, 
for her face is not in any special way exalted or refined, 
Veronese knew that Faith had to companion simple and 
slowhearted people, perhaps oftener than able or refined 
people—does not therefore insist on her bemg severely 
intellectual, or looking as if she were always in the best 
company* So she is distinguished by her pure w^hite 
(not bright white) dress, her delicate hand, her golden 
hair drifted in light ripples across her breast, from which 
the white robes fall nearly in the shape of a shield^—'the 
shield of faith (Modern Painters V, lx* 3), 

and place beside it a passage from Fra Lippo Lippi :— 

I shall paint 

God in the midst, Madonna and her babe 
Ringed by a bow'^ery, flowery angel-brood, 

Lilies and vestments and white faces, sweet 

As puff on puff of grated orris-root 

When ladies crowd the church at midsummer. 

And then in front of course a saint or two— 

Saint John, because he saves the Florentines, 

Saint Ambrose, who puts down in black and white 
The convent’s friends and gives them a long day. 
And Job, I must have him there past mistake. 

The man of U 2 (and Us without the £, 

Painters who need his patience). , , 

hZ 
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In both cases we see the pictoe clearly enough, but 
in the one we are interested in m the other we are 
occupied neither ^vith painting nor with the Madonna 
and the saints, but with Fra Lippo Lippi, To Browning 
art is the expression of the individual : to Ruskin it is 
the individual expression of an ideaL Neither judges 
from the purely artistic standpoint, but Ruskin ap¬ 
proaches it the more nearly. The humour of his descrip¬ 
tion throws light upon his own character : the flippancy 
of Fra Lipfo Liffi reveals the painter, not the poet. 

Browning, as we have said, finds nothing common¬ 
place or uninteresting, but his interest centres in man 
and man’s relation to the universe^—hence his love of 
ethical and religious speculation* Wliat is the purpose 
of life ? What is to follow -hereafter ? What is the 
L^lation between man and God ? These are questions 
.to^which he returns again and again. In Tennyson^s 
poetry we see a clear and placid reflection of the problems 
which were agitating men’s minds in his day, but not 
even In Memariain gives us the sense of struggle and 
effort and passion which pervades Chrisimm Em or The 
Eing and ike Booh* Tennyson’s heroes seem to be 
perpetually asking, ‘ Why should this happen to me ? ’ 
Browming’s ask the far greater question, ‘ Why should 
this happen ? ’ Both poets lived through the storm and 
stress of two great religioua and intellectual upheavals, 
the Oxford Movement and the battle ’which raged round 
Darwin^s statement of the theory of evolution; and while 
neither of them took any active part in either struggle, 
it was inevitable that their poetry should show the 
influence of the restless and inquiring spirit of the age* 
Old beliefs were being sw’cpt away on the one han^, and 
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on the other men were urging the claima of authority 
with passionate devotion* In Mr. Sludge^ as in Bishop 
Blougrmn^s Afologg^ Browning proves his ability to see 
through sham and formalism, his resolute detennination 
to face the truth, his irritation with forms and ceremonies 
as such. But Cardinal Wiseman showed his insight 
into character when, after reading Blaugramy he wrote 
that he should never be surprised to hear of its author’s 
conversion to Catholicism—not that Browning ever 
came wdthin measurable distance of being a Catholic, 
but, as the Cardinal realized, reverence, not contempt, 
was the spirit that inapired him. He was not, and could 
never have been, a writer of hymns, or of what is usually 
meant by religious poetry, but two main factors dominate 
life as he sees it—human love and divine. 

I count life j'u^t a stuff 

To try the soul’s strength on, educe the man, 

says Norbert, and in poem after poem we see the test 
being applied, and find that love is the touchstone. It 
is not that Browaning is blind to other interests—one of the 
finest of bis shorter poems, the GrammuriarCs Fumeral, 
shows a man thirsting not for love but for knowledge, 
but even here the key lies in the bnes which describe 
how he 

throws himseH on God, and unperplext 
Seeking shall find Him. 

In Karshish^ in Saul, in Cleon, one thought shines out 
pre-eminent— 

So, through the thunder comes a human voice 
Saying, * O heart I made, a heart beats here i 
Face, my hands fashioned, see it in myself. 
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Thou hast no power nor may’st conceive of mine* 
But love I gave thee, with Myself to love. 

And thou must love me who have died for thee.’ 

Not Milton himself has dared more boldly ‘to justify 
the ways of Gk>d to man not even Milton has such 
passionate, adoring reverence for ^ the All-Loving 
Browning is a mystic in the truest sense of the word, he 
does not lose himself in vague emotionalism, or scorn 
the common things of everyday life, but to him earth no 
less than heaven declarer the glory of God. 

It is strange that with such wide sympathies and such 
a power of appreciating the right value of detail—two 
of the qualities most essential to dramatic writing— 
Browning fails as a dramatist. This is not the place in 
which to discuss his dramas proper, but even such frag¬ 
ments as in a Balcony show that he is no playwright. 
He has a marvellous power of seizing character at one 
particular moment, but with one great exception—that 
of Caponaacchi in the Ring and the Book —he cannot 
show us character in the making. We may see, as in 
Fra Lippo Lippi, or Mr. Sludge, how the man has come to 
be wbat he is, but we do not see him develop before our 
eyes; w^e see him thinking, meditating, analysing his 
ovrii character and the character of others, but we do not 
as a rule see him acting; as a recent writer^ has said, 
‘ Browning . , * prefers to take the action as past. In his 
plays little happens, though much is said.’ The long 
speeches in In a Balcong are practically so many solilo¬ 
quies, and, worse still from a dramatic point of view, 
Norbert, Constance, and the Queen all soliloquize in 
exactly the. same manner. Bro^vniug can project himaell 
* prof. Walker, Literuit^n'. t>f Victorian Era, p. 
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into cliaractcr of many varions kinds, but be never loses 
his own identity ; however much personality and situation 
may differ, the voice is always that of the poet himself. 
Moreover tlic voice of Browning is like that of no other 
man who ever lived, Jt is not only that all his characters 
from David to Cleon delight in metaphysical speculation, 
but they clothe their thoughts in the same strange medley 
of poetic imagery and harsh, abrupt phraseology, which 
often needs to be helped out with dots and dashes. There 
is no poet who expects more to be read between his lines, 
none who passes from such lyric beauty as breathes in 
Saul, or The Last Ride Together, to such grotesque ugliness 
as that of Master Hwjues of Saxe-Goika, or the almost 
insufferable jingle of Love anmng the Ruins, Again, the 
obscurity with which he is charged—not altogether un¬ 
justly—militates against him as a dramatist. There is a 
well-known story of Carlyle’s writing to say that bis wife 
had read Sordello with great interest, and w'ould be glad 
to know' if Sordelh were a man, a place, or a book : and 
the accusation wdiich it implies is not unfounded. Tliis 
obscurity was not a pose or an affectation, it sprang 
from his habit of following a thought into its most mmutc 
ramifications, and of taking it for granted that the reader 
could leap chasms w'hich he himself crossed at a stride. 
He has a curious fondness for inverting his phrases— 
a trick which characterizes his letters as well as his 
pocms—and the effect, though vigorous, is often crude 
and harsh. Absence of beauty or ornament with liim is 
very different from the naked simplicity of Wordsworth ; 
at times there is something barbarous in the fierce 
strength of his versification. 

After his wife’s death, Browaning returned to England, 
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and (Ig voted hiinseif to the education of thei r son * Honours 
were sliowered upon hini^ and he showed a particular 
delight in the honorary fellowship of BalHol, which 
brought him into such close touch with Oxford* To the 
end of his life he retained his intellectual^ and much of 
his physical vigour* Joccscrm^ FerisMah^s Fa^ici^, and 
Parleymgs imth Certain People of Importance in their Day, 
were all written after he was 70, and Asolando was pub¬ 
lished in the year of his death (1889); and though opinions 
differ as to the merits of these poems, the mere fact of 
their production at such an age is a proof of unusual 
energy and vitaEty* 

We are as yet too near Browning to be able to estimate 
his claim to immortality* Probably the very qualities 
which led to the formation of Browning societies in his 
lifetime—his interest in abstract problems^ his discussion 
of the thoughts which were agitating his own generation 
—will tell against him in another age, concerned wdth 
other problems of its own, and his poetry will never live 
by virtue of sheer intrinsic beauty, like the poetry of 
Shelley or Keats ; but insight into character must surely 
have its value in any age, and if in years to come men 
relegate Paracelsus and Sordello to the topmost shelves 
of their libraries, it is difficult to believe that they will 
ever impovetish themselves by forgetting Pompilia and 
Oaponsacchi, Fra Lippo Lippi, and Bishop Blougram, 
and all the rest of Browning’s noble portrait gallery of 
Men and 
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MEN AND WOMEN. 


LOVE AMONG THE RUINS. 


I. 

Where the quiet^coloured end of evening smile? 
Miles and iniiea 

On the solitary pastures where our sheep 
Haif-asleep 

Tinkle homeward thro’ the twilight, stray or stop 
As they crop— 


2 . 

Was the site once of a city great and gay, 

(So they say) 

Of our country’s very capital, its prince 
Ages since 

Held his court in, gathered councils, wielding far 
Peace or war. 
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LOVE ^AMONa THE IttUKS. 


3 . 

Now—the country does not even boast a tree. 
As you secj 

To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills 
From the hills 

Intersect and give a name to, (else they run 
Into one) 


4. 

Where the domed and daring palace shot its spires 
Up like fires 

O’er the imndred-gated circuit of a wall 
Bounding all, 

Made of marble, men might march on nor be prest, 
Twelve abreast* 


5 . 

And such plenty and perfection, see, of grass 
Never was! 

Such a carpet as, this summer-time, o’erspreads 
And embeds 

Every vestige of the city, guessed alone, 

Stock or stone— 


Where a multitude of men breathed joy and woe 
Long ago; 

Lust of glory pricked their hearts up, dread of shame 
Struck them tame; 

And that glory and that shame alike, the gold 
Bought and sold* 
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7. 

Now,—the single little turret that remains 
On the plains. 

By the caper overrooted, by the gourd 
Overscored, 

While the patching houseleek’e head of blossom winks 
Through the chinks— 


8 , 

Marks the basement whence a tower in ancient time 
Sprang sublime, 

And a burning ring all round, the chariots traced 
As they raced, 

And the monarch and his minions and his dames 
Viewed the games. 


u. 

And I know, while thus the quiet-coloured eve 
Smiles to leave 

To their folding, all our many-tinkling fleece 
In such peace, 

And the slopes and rills in undistinguished grey 
Melt away— 

10 , 

That a girl with eager eyes and yellow hair 
Waits me there 

In the turret, whence the charioteers caught soul 

For the goal, [dumb 

When the king looked, where she looks now, breathless. 
Till I come. 
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LOVE AMONG THE RUINS. 


IL 

But he looked upon the city, every side, 

Far and wide, 

All the mountains topped with temples, all the gladea’ 
Colonnades, 

All the causeys, bridges, aqueducts,—and then. 

All the men! 


12 . 

When I do come, she will speak not, she will stand. 
Either hand 

On my shoulder, give her eyes the first embrace 
Of my face. 

Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight and speecli 
Each on each. 


13 , 

In one year they sent a million fighters forth 
South and north. 

And they built their gods a brazen pillar high 
As the sky. 

Yet reserved a thousand chariota in full forco— 
Gold, of course. 


14. 

Oh, heart! oh, blood that freezes, blood that turns ! 
Earth’s returns 

For whole centuries of folly, noise and sin ! 

Shut them in, 

With their triumphs and their glories and the rest. 
Love is best! 


A LOVERS’ QUARREL. 


L 

Oh, what a dawn of day ! 

How the March sun feels like May ! 

All is blue again 
After last night^s rain, 

And the South dries the hawthorn*spray. 

Only, my Lovers away ! 
rd as lief that the blue were grey. 


2 . 

Runnels, w^hich rillets swell, 

Must be dancing down the dell 
With a foamy head 
On the beryl bed 
Paven smooth as a hermit’s cell; 

Each with a tale to tell, 
Could my Love but attend as well. 
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A lovers' qUAHREL. 


3 . 

Dearest, three months ago I 
When we lived blocked-up ^vith snow,— 
When the wind would edge 
In and in his wedge, 

In, as far as the point could go— 

Not to our ingle, though. 

Where we loved each the other so 1 


4 . 

Laughs with so little cause ! 

We devised games out of straws* 

We would try and trace 
One another*3 face 
In the ash, as an artist draws ; 

Free on each other’s flaws, 

How we chattered like two church daws I 


What’s in the Times ? ”—a scold 
At the emperor deep and cold; 

He has taken a bride 
To his gruesome side, 

That’s as fair as himself is bold: 

There they sit ermine-stoled. 
And she powders her hair with gold. 


6 - 

Fancy the Pampas’ sheen 1 
Miles and miles of gold and green 


A LOVEH5I’ QUARREL, 
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Where the gun-flowere biow 
In a solid glow, 

Aud to break now and then the screen— 
Black neck and eyeballs keen, 

Up a wild horse leaps betw^een ! 


7 , 

Try, will our table turn 1 
Lay your bands there light, and yearn 
Till the yearning slips 
Thro’ the finger tips 
In a fire which a tew discern. 

And a very few feel burn. 

And the rest, they may live and learn ! 


8 . 

Then we would up and pace. 

For a change, about the place. 
Each with arm o’er neck* 
’Tis our quarter-deck. 

We are seamen in woeful ease. 
Help in the ocean-space ! 

Or, if no help, we’ll embrace. 

9 . 

See, how she looks now, drest 
In a sledging-cap and vest. 

’Tis a huge fur cloak— 

Like a reindeer’s yoke 
Falls the lappet along the breast: 

Sleeves for her arms to rest, 
Or to hang, as my Love likes best* 
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A LOVERS^ QUARREL. 


10 . 

Teach me to flirt a fan 
As the Spanish ladies can. 

Or I tint your lip 
With a burnt stick’s tip 
And you turn into such a man 1 

Just the two spots that span 
Half the bill of the young male swan. 


IL 

Dearest, three months ago 
When the meameriser Snow 

AVith his hand’s fflst sweep 
Put the earth to sleep, 

’Twas a time when the heart could show 
All—how’ was earth to know, 
’Neath the mute hand’s to-and-fro ! 


12 . 

Dearest, three months ago 
When we loved each other so. 

Lived and loved the same 
Till an evening came 
When a shaft from the Devil’s bow 
Pierced to our ingle-glow. 

And the friends were friend and foe! 


13. 

Not from the heart beneath^— 
’Twas a bubble born of breath. 


A LOVEKS* QUARREL. 
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Neither sneer nor vaunt. 

Nor reproach nor taunt. 

See a word, how it severeth ! 

Oh, power of life and death 
In the tongue, as the Preacher saith ! 


14 . 

Woman, and will you cast 
For a word, quite off at last, 

Me, your own, your you,— 
Since, as Truth ia true, 

X was you all the happy past— 
Me do you leave aghast 
With the memories we amassed ? 


15 . 

Love, if you knew the light 
That your soul casts in my sight. 
How I look to you 
For the pure and true, 

And the beauteous and the right,— 
Bear with a moment’s spite 
When a mere mote threats the white ! 

16 . 

What of a hasty word ? 

Is the fleshly heart not stirred 
By a worm’s pirn prick 
Where its roots are quick ? 

See the eye, by a fly’s-foot blurted— 
Ear, w^hen a straw is heard 
Scratch the brain’s coat of curd ! 


14 


A !X>VI3R*S' QtTARRKU 
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Foul be the world or fair. 

More or less, how can I cate ? 

’Tis the world the Bame 
For mj praise or blame, 

And endurance is easy there. 

Wrong in the one thing rare— 
Oh, it is hard to hear I 


18 . 

Here’s the spring back or close, 

When the aImond*blossom blows ; 

We shall have the w’ord 
In that minor third 
There is none but the cuckoo knows— 
Heaps of the guelder-rose ! 

I must bear with it, I suppose. 

10 . 

Could but November come, 

Were the noisy birds struck dumb 
At the warning slash 
Of his driver’fl-lash— 

I would laugh like the valiant Thumb 
Facing the castle glum 
And the giant’s fee-faw-fum I 


20 . 

Then, were the world well stript 
Of the gear wherein equipped 


A rX>VETlS^ QTJARRKL. 


We can stand apart. 

Heart dispense with heart 
In the sun, with the flowers unnipped,— 
Oh, the world^s hangings ripped. 
We were both in a bare-walled crypt I 


21 . 

Each in the crypt would cry 
** But one freezes here I and why 1 
When a heart as chill 
At my own would thrill 
Back to life, and its fires out-fly ? 

Heart, shall we live or die ? 
The rest,, . * settle it by and by! 


22 . 

So, she’d efface the score, 

And forgive me as before. 

Just at twelve o’clock 
I shall hear her knock 
In the worst of a storm’s uproar— 

I shall pull her through the door— 
I shall have her for evermore ! 


/ 



EVELYN HOPE, 


1 . 

Beautiful Ev^ljm Hope is dead 
Sit and watch by her side an hour. 

That is her book-shelf, this her bed ; 

She plucked that piece of geranium-flower, 
Beginning to die too, in the glass, 

‘ Little has yet been changed, I think^— 

The shutters are shut, no light may pass 
Save two long rays thro’ the hinge’s chink. 


2 , 

Sixteen years old when she died ! 

Perhaps she had scarcely heard my name—^ 
It was not her time to love : beside, 

Her life had many a hope and aim. 

Duties enough and little cares, 

And now was quiet, now astir— 

Till God’s hand beckoned unawares, 

And the sweet white brow is all of her. 
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a* 

Is it too late then, Evelyn Hope ? 

What, your soul was pure and true, 

The good stars met in your horoscope, 

Made you of spirit, fire and dew— 

And just because I was thrice as old. 

And our paths in the world diverged so wide, 
Each was nought to each, must I be told ? 

We were fellow mortals,'' nought beside ? 

4 * 

No, indeed ! for God above 

Is great to grant, as mighty to make. 

And creates the love to reward the love,— 

I claim you still, for my own lovers sake \ 
Delayed it may be for more lives yet. 

Through worlds I shall traverse, not a few— 
Much is to learn and much to forget 
Ere the time be come for taking you* 


5 * 

But the time will come,—at last it will, 

When, Evelyn Hope, what meant, I shall say 
In the lower earth, in the years long still. 

That body and soul so piire and gay ? 

Why your hair was amber, I shall divine. 

And your mouth of your own geranium^s red— 
And what you would do with me, in fine. 

In the new life come in the old one’s stead* 

P* M, Ic W. 


0 


IS 


EVELYK HOrE. 


6 , 

I have lived, I shall say, so much since then, 
Given up myself so many times. 

Gained me the gains of various men, 
Ransacked the ages, spoiled the climes ; 
Yet one thing, one, in my sours full scope, 
Either I missed or itself missed me— 

And I want and find you, Evelyn Hope 1 
What is the issue ? let us see ! 


7 , 

I loved you, Evelyn, all the while ; 

My heart seemed full as it could hold— 

There was place and to spare for the frank young smile 
And the red young mouth and the hair’s young gold. 
So, hush,—I will give you this leaf to keep— 

See, I shut it inside the sweet cold hand. 

There, that is our secret! go to sleep ; 

You will wake, and remember, and understand. 






[Production Note: Page 19 and 20 damaged, top section missing in print copy.] 


t 


UP AT A VILLA—DOWN -IN THE CITY. 

IJY AX tTAUAX PERSON OV QUAmY.) 


I. 

Had I but plenty of money, money enough and to spare, 

The house for me, no doubt, were a house in the,city- 
square. 

Ah, such a life, such a life, as one leads at the window 
there ! 

2 * 

Something to see, by Bacchus, something to hear, at 
least! 

There, the whole day long, onefe life is a perfect feast; 

While up at a villa one lives, I maintain it, no more than 
a beast. 

3 . 

Well now, look at our villa! stuck like the horn of 
a bull 

Just on a raountain’s edge as bare as the creature's skull. 

Save a mere shag of a bush with hardly a leaf to pull I 

—I scratch my own, sometimes, to see if the hair's turned 
wool. 



[Production Note: Page 19 and 20 damaged, top section missing in print copy.] 


But tlie citv, oh the city—the square with the houses! 
Why ? 

They are stone*faced, white as a curd^ there's something 
to take the eye I 

Houses in four straight lines, not a single front awry! 

You watch who crosses and gossips, who saunters, who 
hurries by; 

Green bhnds, as a matter of course, to draw when the 
sun gets high; 

And the shops with fanciful signs which are painted 
properly. 


5* 

WTiat of a villa ? Though winter be over in March by 
rights, 

'Tis May perhaps ere the siiow^ shall have withered w^ell 
off the heights ; 

\ ou’ve the brovrn ploughed land before, where the oxen 
steam and wheeze, 

And the hills over-smoked behind by the faint grey olive 
trees. 


G. 

Is it better in May I ask you ? you've summer all at 
once • 

In a day he leaps complete with a few strong April suns I 
'Mid the sharp short emerald wheat, scarce risen three 
fingers well. 


trp JlT a villa—bowk IH TilK CITY, 
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The wild tulip, at end of its tube, blows out its great red 
bell, 

Like a thin clear bubble of blood, for the children to pick 

and selL _ 

7. 

Is it ever hot in the square ? Thete^s a fountain to spout 
and splash ! 

In the shade it sings and springs; in the shine such foam- 
bows flash 

On the horses with curling fish-tails, that prauee and 
paddle and pash 

Round the lady atop in the conch—fifty gazers do not 
abash. 

Though all that she wears is some weeds round her waist 
in a sort of sash 1 


8 . 

All the 3 ^ear long at the villa, nothing’s to see though 
you linger, 

Except yon cypress that points like Death’s lean lifted 
forefinger. 

Some think fireflies pretty, when they mix in the corn 
and mingle, ^ . 

Or thrid the stiiildiig hemp till the stalks of it seem 
a-tingle. 

Late August or early September, the stunning cicala is 
shrill, 

And the bees keep their tiresome 'whiiie. round the 
resinous firs on the hill. 

Enough of the seasons,—I spare you the months of the 
fever and chill. 
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UIP AT A VILLA—DOWN tN THE CITY* 


0 . 

Ere opening yonr eves in tlie citj, the blessed church* 
bells begin: 

No sooner the bells leave off, than the diligence rattles in: 

You get the pick of the news, and it costs you never a pin. 

By and by there^s the travelling doctor gives pills, lets 
blood, draws teeth; 

Or the Palcinello-trumpet breaks up the market beneath. 

At the post-office such a scene-picture—the new play, 
piping hot! 

And a notice how, only tliis morning, three liberal thieves 
were shot. 

Above it, bebold the archbishop’s most fatherly of 
rebukes, 

And beneath, with his crown and Ms lion, some little 
new law of the Duke’s I 

Or a sonnet with flowery marge, to the Reverend Don 
So-and'so 

Who is Dante, Boccaccio, Petrarca, Saint Jerome, and 
Cicero, 

And moreover,” (the sonnet goes rhyming,) the skirts 
of St. Paul has reached, 

Havipg preached ns those six Lent-lectures more unc¬ 
tuous than ever he preached.” 

Noon strikes,—here sweeps the procession! our Lady 
borne smiling and smart 

With a pink gauze gown all spangles, and seven swords 
stuck in her heart I 

Bang, whang, whang, goes the drum, iootU-ie-iooth the fife; 

No keeping one’s haunches still: it’s the greatest pleasure 
in life. 


0P AT A VILLA—DOWN IK THE CITY. 
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10 . 

But bless you, it’s dear—it’s dear ! fowls, wine, at double 
the rate. 

They have clapped a new tax upon salt, and what oil 
pays passing the gate 

It’s a horror to think of. And so, the %dlla for me, not 
the city! 

Beggars can scarcely be choosers—but still—ah, the pity, 
the pity ! 

Look, two and two go the priests, then the monks with 
cowls and sandals. 

And the penitents dressed in white shirts, a*hoIding the 
yellow candles. 

One, he carries a flag up straight, and another a cross 
wdth handles, 

And the Duke’s guard brings up the rear, foi" the better 
prevention of scandals. 

Batig^ whangj whang^ goes the drum, tootle-te-tootle the 
fife. 

Oh, a day in the city-square, there is no such pleasure in 
lifcl 



A WOMAN'S LAST WORD. 


L 

Let’s contend no more. Love, 
Strive nor weep— 

All be as before, Love, 

—Only sleep ! 

2 * 

What so wild as words are ? 

—I and thou 
Ill debate, as birds are. 

Hawk on bough! 

3 . 

See the creature stalking 
While we speak^— 

Hush and hide the talking, 
Cheek on cheek i 


4 , 

Wliat so false as truth is, 
False to thee ? 

AVherc the serpent’s tooth is, 
Shun the tree— 


A woman’s last word. 


25 


5 . 

Where the apple reddens 
Never pry— 

Lest we lose our Edens, 

Eve and I I 

6 * 

Be a god and hold me 
With a charm— 

Be a man and fold me 
With thine arm! 

7. 

Teach me, only teach. Love ! 
As I ought 

I will speak thy speech, Love, 
Think thy thought— 

8 . 

Sleet, if thou require it, 

Both demands, 

Laying flesh and spirit 
In thy hands! 

0 . 

That shall be to-morrow 
Not to-night: 

I must bury sorrow 
Out of sight. 

10 . 

—Must a httle weep, Love, 

—Foolish me 1 

And so fall asleep, Love, 
Loved by thee. 


FRA LIPPO LIPPL 











I , 



I AM poor brother Lippo, hj your leave ! 

You need not clap your torches to my face. 

2^oks» what’s to blame ? you think you sec a monk ! 
Wliat, it’s past midnight, and you go the rounds. 

And here you catch me at an alley’s end 
Where sportive ladies leave their doors ajar* 

The Carmine’s inyr cloister: hunt it up, 

Bo,—harry out, if you must show your zeal, 

Whatever rat, there, haps on his wrong hole, j ) 

And nip each softling of a wee 

Weke, weke, that’s crept to keep him company ! 

Aha, you know your betters ? Then, you’ll take 
Your hand away that’s fiddling on my throat, ^ 

And please to know me likemse. Who am I ? 

Why, one. sir, who is lodging with a friend 
Three streets off—he’s a certain * * . how d’ye call ? 
Master—a . . . Cosimo of the MedicL ^ \ 

In the house that caps the corner. Boh ! you were beat! 
Remember and tell me, the day you’re hanged, 

How you affected such a gullet’s-gripc ! 
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But you, sir, it concerns you that youx knaves 
Pick up a manner nor discredit you, 

Zooks, are we pilchards, that they sweep the streets 
And count fair prize what comes into their net ? 

He’s Judas to a tittle, that man is ! 

Just such a face 1 why, sir, you make amends* 

Lord, I’m not angry I Bid your hangdogs go 
Drink out this quarter-florin to the health 
Of the munificent House that harbours me 
{And many more beside, lads ! more beside i) 

And all’s come square again, Pd like his facoT 
^ His, elbowing on his comrade mthe door 
^ With the pike and lantern—for the slave that holds 
iJohn Baptist’s head a-daugle.hy the hair 
With one hand C lot>k you, now,” as who should say) 
And his weapon in the other, yet unwiped ! 

It’s not your chance to have a bit of chalk, 

A wood-coal or the like ? or you should see I 
Yes; Tni the painter, since you style me so* 

What, brother LippoV doings, up and down, 40 

You know them and they take you ? like enough ! 

I saw the proper twinkle in your eye— 

’Tell you I liked your looks at very first. 

Let’s sit and set things straight now, hip to haunch. 
Here’s spring come, and the nights one makes up bands 
To mam the town and sing out carnival. 

And I’ve been three weeks shut within my me%v, 
A-painting for the great man, saints and saints 
^id saints again. I could not paint all night— 

Ouf 1 I leaned out of window- for fresh air, GO 

There came a htirr}^ of feet and little feet, 

A sweep of lute-strings, laughs, and whifU of song,— 
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Flower o’ the broom ^ 

TaJce awa^ love, and our earth is a tomb / 

Flow^ o’ the quince^ 

I let Lisa go^ and what good^s in life sinee f 
Flower d ike and ao on. Round they went. 

Scarce had they turned the comer when a titter, 

Like the skipping of rabbits by moonlight,—three slim 
shapes— 

And a face that looked up . . . zooks, sir, flesh and blood, 
That’s all I’m made of! Into shreds it went, 61 

Curtain and counterpane and coverlet, 

All the bed furniture—a dozen knots, 

There was a ladder I dowm I let myself, 

Hands and feet, scrambling somehow, and so dropped, 
And after them. I came up with the fun 
Hard by St. Laurence, hail fellow, well met,— 

Flower o’ ike rose. 

If Vve been merry, whal mailer who ? 

And so as I w^as stealing back again *1^ 

To get to bed and have a bit of sleep 

Ere I rise up to-morrow and go work 

On Jerome knocking at his poor old breast 

With his great round stone to subdue the flesh. 

You snap me of the sudden. AIj, I see 1 
^ Though your eye twinkles still, you shake your head— 
^ Mine’s shaved,—a monk, you say—the sting’s in that \ 
If Master Cosimo announced himself. 

Mum’s the word naturally; but a monk ! 

Come, what am I a beast for ? tell us, now * 80 

I was a baby when my mother died 
And father died and left me in the street. 

I starved there, God knows how, a year or two 
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On fig-skinfl^ melon-paringSj rinda and shucks, 

Refuse and rubbish. One fine frosty day 
My stomach being empty as your hat, 

Tlie wind doubled me up and down I went* . 

Old Aunt Lapaccia trussed me with one hand, 

(Its fellow was a stinger as I knew) 

And so along the wall, over the bridge, 90 

By the straight cut to the convent* Six words, there. 
While I stood munching my first bread that month : 
“So, hoy, you’re minded,” quoth the good fat father 
Wiping his ovrn mouth, ’twas refection*time,— 

“ To quit this very miserable world ? 

Will you renounce ” • , • The mouthful of bread ? 
thought I; 

By no means ! Brief, they made a monk of me ; 

I did ren ounce the world, its pride greed, 

Palace, farm, villa, shop andTTanEng^lidusc, 

Trash, such as these poor devils of Medici 100 

Have given their h^rt^T-i^aTl at eight years old. 

Well, sir, I found in time, you may be sure, 

*Twas not for nothing—the good bellyful, 

The warm serge and the rope that goes all round. 

And day-long blessed idleness beside ! 

“ Let’s see what the urchin’s fit for ”—'that came next. 
Not overmuch their way, I must confess. 

Such a to-do I they tried me with their books. 

Lord, they’d have taught me Latin in pure waste ! 
Fiawer o’ tke clove^ HO 

Ail the Latin 1 construe is^ “ amo ” / love f 
But, mind you, when a boy starves in the streets 
Eight years together, as my fortune was. 

Watching folk’s faces to know who will fling 
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The bit of half^stripped grape-bunch he desires, 

And who wdll exirse or kick him for his pains— 

Which gentleman processional and fine, 

Holding a candle to the Sacrament 

Will wdnk and let him lift a plate and catch 

The droppings of the wax to sell again, ISO 

Or holla for the Eight and have him whipped,-^ 

How say 11—nay, which dog bites, %vhich lets drop 
His bone from the hmp of offal in the street! 

—The soul and sense of him grow sharp abke, 

He learns the look of things, and none the less 
For admonitions from the hunger-pinch. 

I had a store of such remarks, be sure, 

Which, after I found leisure, turned to use: 

I drew men’s faces on my copy-books, 

Scrawled them within the antiphonary’s marge, 130 
Joined legs and arms to the long music-notes. 

Found nose and .eyes and chin for A.s and B.s, 

And made a string of pictures of the w^orld 
Betwdxt the ins and outs of verb and noun. 

On the w^all, the bench, the door. The monks looked 
black. 

“ Nay,” quoth the Prior, “ turn him out, d’ye say 1 
In no wise. Lose a crow and catch a lark. 

What if at last we get our man of parts. 

We Carmelites , like those Camaldoleae 

And Preaching Friars, to do our church up fine 140 

And put the front on it that ought to be 1 ” 

And hereupon they bade me daub away. 

Thank you! my head being crammed, their walls a blank. 
Never w^as such prompt disemburdening. 

First, every sort of monk, the black and white. 
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I drew them, fat and lean : then> folks at church, 

From good old gossips waiting to confess 
Their cribs of barrel-droppings, candle-ends,— 

To the breathless fellow at the altar-foot. 

Fresh from his murder, safe and sitting there 150 

Witli the little children round him in a row 
Of admiration, half for his beard and half 
For that white anger of his victim’s son 
Shaking a fiat at him with one fierce arm, 

Signing himself with the other because of Clirist 
{Whose sad face on the cross sees only this 
After the passion of a thousand years) 

Till some poor girl, her apron o’er her head 

Which the intense eyes looked through, came at eve 

On tip-toe, said a word, dropped in a loaf, 160 

Her pair of ear-rings and a bunch of flowers 

The brute took growling, prayed, and then was gone. 

I painted all, then cried, “ ’tis ask and have— 

Choose, for more’s ready 1 ”—laid the ladder fiat. 

And showed my covered bit of cloister-wall. 

The monks closed in a circle and praised loud 
Till checked, {taught what to see and not to see, 

Being simple bodies) that’s the very man t 
Look at the boy who stoops to pat the dog 1 
That woman’s like the Prior's niece who comes 170 
To care about his asthmaj it’s the life 1 ” 

But there my triumph’s straw-fire flared and funked— 
Their betters took their turn to see and say : 

The Prior and the learned pulled a face 
And stopped all that in no time. “ How ? what’s here ? 
Quite from the mark of painting, bless us all I 
Faces, arms, legs and bodies like the true 
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As much aa pea and pea ! it’s deviPs-game ! 

Your business is not to catch men with show. 

With homage to the perishable cla}^ 180 

But lift them over it, ignore it all, 

Make them forget there’s such a thing as flesh* 

Your business is to paint the souls of men— 

Man’s soul, and it’s a fire, smoke • • no it’s not * . 

It’s vapour done up like a new*born babe—^ 

{In that shape when you die it leaves your mouth) 

It’s * * well, what matters talking, it’s the soul! 

Give us no more of body than shows souL 
Here’s Giotto, with his Saint a-praising God! 

That sets you praising,—why not stop with him ? 100 

Why put all thoughts of praise out of our heads 
With wonder at lines, colours, and what not ? 

Paint the soul, never mind the legs and arms I 
Ruh all out, try at it a second time* 

Oh, that white smallish female with the breasts, 

She’s just my niece , . * Herodias, I would say,— 

Who went and danced and got men’s heads cut of!— 
Have it all out! ” Now, is this sense, I ask ? 

A fine way to paint soul, by painting body 

So ill, the eye can’t stop there, mtiat go further 200 

And can’t fare worse i Thus, yellow does for white 

When what you put for yellow’s simply blacky 

And any sort of meanitig looks intense 

WTien all beside itself means and looks nought* 

Why can’t a painter lift each foot in turn, 

Left foot and right foot, go a double step, 

Make his flesh liker and his soul more like, 

Both in their order ? Take the prettiest face. 

The Prior’s niece * . , patrou-saint—is it so pretty 
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Yau can’t diarover if it meana hope, fear, SJiO 

Sorrow or joy ? w’on’t beauty go wdtli these ? 

Suppose I’ve made her eyes all right and blue* 

Can’t I take breath and try to add life’s flash. 

And then add soul and heighten them threefold ? 

Or say there’s beauty with no soul at all— 

(I never saw it—put the case the same—) 

If you get simple beauty and nought else, 

You get about the beat thing God invents,— 

That’s somewhat. And you’ll find the soul you have 
missed. 

Within yourself when you return Him thanks ! 220 

“ Rub all out! ” well, well, there’s my life, in short. 
And so the thing has gone on ever since. 

Tm grown a man no doubt, Fve broken bounds— 

You should not take a fellow eight years old 
And make him swear to never kiss the girls— 

T’in my ow-n master, paint now as I please— 

Having a friend, you see, in the Oorner-house ! 

Lord, it’a fast holding by the rings in front— 

Those great rings serve more purposes than just 
To plant a flag in, or tie up a horse ! 230 

And yet the old schooling sticks—-the old grave eyes 
Are peeping o’er my shoulder as I work, 

The heads shake still—" It’s Art’s decline, my son ! 
You’re not of the true painters, great and old : 

Brother Angelico’s the man, you’ll find : 

Brother Lorenzo stands his single peer. 

Fag on at flesh, you’ll never make the third ! ” 

Flower o’ the pine. 

You keep your mUlr , . . manners, and FU stick to mine? 
I’m not the third, then: bless us, they must know \ 240 
B. u.kw. n 
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Don*t you think they're the likeliest to know, 

Thteyj with their Latin ? so I swallow my rage. 

Clench my teeth, suck my lips in tight, and paint 
To please them—sometimes do, and sometimes don’t. 
For, doing most, there’s pretty sure to come 
A turn—some warm eve finds me at my saints— 

A laugh, a cry, the business of the world— 

{Flower o’ the peocA, 

Death for us all^ and his own life for each f) 

And my 'whole soul revolves, the cup runs o’er, 250 
The world and life’s too big to pass for a dream. 

And I do these ivild things in sheer despite, 

And play the fooleries you catch me at. 

In pure rage I the old inilbhorse, out at grass 
After hard ye^rs, throws up his stiff heels so, 

Although the miller does not preach to him 
The only good of grass is to make chaff. 

What would men have 1 Do they like grass or no— 
May they or mayn’t they ? all I want’s the thing 
Settled for ever one way : as it is, 200 

You tell too many lies and hurt yourself. 

You don’t like what you only like too much. 

You do like what, if given you at your word, 

You find abundantly detestable. 

For me, I think I speak as I was taught— 

I always see the Garden'and God there 
A-making man’s wife—and, my lesson learned, 

The value and significance of flesh, 

I can’t unlearn ten minutes afterward. 

You imderstand me ; I’m a beast, I know. 270 

But see, now—why, I see as certainly 
As that the morning-star’s about to shine. 
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What will hap some day- We’ve a youngster here 
C^omes to our convent, studies what I do^ 

Slouches and stares and lets no atom drop— 

His name is Guid i—he’ll not mind the monks— 

They call him Hulking Tom, he lets them talk— 

He picks my practice up—he’ll paint apace, 

I hope so—though I never live so long, 

1 know what’s sure to follow. You he judge i 2S0 
You speak no Latin more than I, belike— 

However, you’re my man, you’ve seen the world 
—The beauty and the wonder and the power. 

The shapes of things, their colours, lights and shades, 
Changes, surprises,—and God made it all I 
—For what ? do you feel thankful, ay or no, , 

For this fair town’s face, yonder river’s line. 

The mountain round it and the sky above. 

Much more the figures of man, woman, child, 

These are the frame to ? What’s it ail about ? 290 

To be passed o’er, despised ? or dwelt upon. 

Wondered at ? oh, this last of course, you say. 

But why not do as well as say,—paint these 
Just as they are, careless what comes of it ? 

God’s works—paint anyone, and count it crime 
To let a truth slip* Don’t object, “ His works 
Are here already—nature is complete : 

Suppose you reproduce her—{which you can’t) 

There’s no advantage ! you must beat her, then/’ 

For, don’t you mark, we’re made so that we iovs 300 
First when we see them painted, things we have passed 
Perhaps a hundred times nor cared to see; 

And so they are better, painted—better to us. 

Which is the same thing. Art was given for that— 

D 2 
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God uses US to Help each other so, 

“Lendiii^our minds out. Have you noticed, now, 

5 /Your culHon’s hanging face ? A bit of chalk, 

And trust me but you should, though 1 How much 
more, 

If I drew higher things with the same truth ! 

That were to take the Prior’s pulpit-place, 310 

Interpret God to all of you ! oh, oh. 

It makes me mad to see what men shall do 
And W6 in our graves ! This world*s no blot for us. 

Nor blank—it means iiitensely, and means good : 

To find its meaning is luy meat and drink, 

‘‘ Ay, but you don’t so instigate to prayer ” 

Strikes in the Prior t “ when your meaning’s plain 
It does not say to folks—remember matins-- 
Or, mind you fast next Friday.” Why, for this 
What need of art at all t A skull and hones, 32C 

Two bits of stick nailed cross-wise, or, what’s best, 

A bell to chime the hour with, does as well. 

I painted a St. Laurence six months since 
At Prato, splashed the fresco in fine style. 

“ How looks my painting, now the scaffold’s dowm ? ” 

I ask a brother : “ Hugely,” he returns— 

“ Already not one phia of your three slaves 
That turn the Deacon oS his toasted side, 

But’s scratched and prodded to our heart’s content, 
The pious people have so eased their own 33 

When coining to say prayers there in a rage. 

We get on fast to see the bricks beneath. 

Expect another job this time next year. 

For pity and religion grow i’ the crowd— 

Your painting serves its purpose 1 ” Hang the fools t 



FRA LiPFO urrr. 


37 


'—That is—you^U not mistake an idle word 
Spoke in a huff by a poor monk, God wot. 

Tasting the air this spicy night which turns 

The unaccustomed head like Chianti wine 1 

Oh, the church knows \ don't misreport me, now ! 340 

It's natural a poor monk out of bounds 

Should have his apt word to excuse himself: 

And hearken how I plot to make amends* 

I have bethought me : I shall paint a piece 
, . . There's for you [ Give me six months, then go, see 
Something in Sant' Ambrogio's . . , (bless the mins i 
They want a cast of my office) I shall paint 
God in the midst, Madonna and her babe. 

Ringed by a bowery, floweiy angel-brood, 

Lilies and vestments and white faces, sweet 330 

As puff on puff of grated orris-root 

AVhen ladies crowd to church at midsummer* 

And then in the front, of course a saint or two— 

Saint John, because he saves the Fiorentines, 

Saint Ambrose, who puts down in black and white 
The convent’s friends and gives them a long day, 

And Job, I must have him there past mistake. 

The man of Uz, (and Us without the z, 

Painters who need his patience*) Well, all these 
Secured at their devotions, up shall come 360 

Out of a corner when you least expect. 

As one by a dark stair into a great light 
Music and talking, who but Lippo I I !— 

Mazed, motionless and mooivstruck—Pm the man 1 
Back I shrink—what is this I see and hear ? 

I, caught up with my monk’s things by mistake, 

My old serge gown and rope that goes all round. 
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I, in this presence, this pure company ! 

Where’s a hole, where’s a corner for escape ? 

Tiicii steps a sweet angelic slip of a thing 370 

Forward, puts out a soft palni^—** Not so fast! 

—Addresses the celestial presence, nay^— 

He made you and devised you, after all, 

Though he’s none of you! Could Saint John there, 
draw— 

His camel-hair make up a painting-brush ? 

We come to brother Lippo for all that, 

IsU verjecii opm / ” So, all smile— 

I shuffle sideways with my blushing face 
Under the cover of a hundred wings. 

Thrown like a spread of kirtles when you’re gay 3S0 
And play hot cockles, all the doors being shut, 

Till, wholly unexpected, in there pops 
Tlie hothead husband ! Thus 1 scuttle off 
To some safe bench behind, not letting go 
The palm of her, the little lily thing 
That spoke the good word for me in the nick, 

Like the Prior’s niece , • ^ Saint Lucy, I would say* 

And so all’s saved for me, and for the church 
A pretty picture gained. Go, six months hence i 
Your hand, sir, and good bye : no lights, no lights \ 390 
The street’s hushed, and I know my own way back— 
Don’t fear me I There’s the grey beginning. Zooks 1 



A TOCCATA OF GALUPPrS. 


K 

Off, Galuppi, Baldassaro, this is very sad to find ! 

I can hardly misconceive you ; it would prove me deaf 

and blind ; 

But although I give you credit, ’tis with such a heavy 

mind ! 


2 . 

Here you come with your old music, and here’s all the 

good it brings. 

What, they lived once thus at Venice, wticrc the mer¬ 
chants were the kings. 

Where St, Ma rk’s is, where the Doges used to wed the 

sea with rings ? 


3 > 

Ay, because the sea’s the street there; and ’tis arched 

by ^ , what you call' 

«t. Shylock’sj irid^c with houses on it, where they kept 

the carnival! 

1 was never out of England—it’s as if I saw it all I 










40 


A TOCCATA or GALCrPl'S* 


4. 

Did yauiig people Uke their pleasure when the sea wae 

warm in May ? 

Balls and masks begun at midnight, burning ever to 

mid-day. 

When they made up fresh adventures for the morrow, 

do you say ? 


Was a lady such a lady, cheeks so round and lips so 

red,— 

On her neck the small face buoyant, like a belbflower 

on its bed, 

O’er the breast’s superb abundance where a man might 

base his head ? 


6 * 

Well (and it was graceful of them) they’d break talk off 

and afford 

—She, to bite her mask’s black velvet, he to finger on 

his sword. 

While you sat and played Toccatas, stately at the clavi - 

chord ? 


7 * 

What ? Those lesser thirds so plaintive, sixths diminished, 

sigh on sigh. 

Told them something ? Those suspension s> those solu* 

tions —“ Must wc die ? ” 

Those commiserating sevenths—“Life might last! we 

can but try I ” 
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8 - 

“ Were you happy ? **—“ Yas.”—And are you still as 
happy 1 ”—** Yes—And you ? 

—“ Then more kisses —“ Did 1 stop them, when a 
million seemed so few t ” 

Hark— the doininant^ s persistenee, till it must be 
answered to I 


9. 

So an octave stmek the answer* Oh, they praised you, 
I dare say I 

Brave Galuppi! that was music ! good alike at grave 
and gay! 

I can always leave off talking, when I hear a master play/* 


10 * 

Then they left you for their pleasure : till in due time, 
one by one, 

Some with lives that came to nothing, some with deeds 
as vrell undone. 

Death came tacitly aiid took them where they never see 
the sun, 

11 . 

But when I sit down to reason,—think to take iiiy stand 
nor swerve 

Till I triumph o’er a secret wrung from nature’s close 
reserve. 

In you- come with your cold music, till I creep thro* 
every nerve. 
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12 . 

Yes, you, like a ghostly cricket, creaking where a house 

was burned— 

Dust and ashes, dead and done "with, Vciiice spent 

what Venice earned ! 

The soul, doubtless, is immortal—^where a soul can be 

discerned. 


IS. 

** Yours for instance, you know physics, somethiug of 

geology. 

Mathematics ate your pastime ; souls shall rise in their 

degree ; 

Butterflies may dread extinction,—youHl not die, it 

cannot be I 


14. 

** As for Venice aud its people, merely born to bloom 

and drop, 

Here on earth they bore their fruitage, mirth and folly 

w ere the crop. 

What of soul was left, I wonder, when the kissing had to 

stop ? 


15. 

“ Dust aud ashes I ” So you creak it, and I want the 

heart to scold. 

Dear dead women, with such liair, too—whaVs become 

of all the gold 

Used to hang and brush tlieir bosoms ? T feel chilly 

aud grown old. 


BY THE FIRE SIDE, 


1 , 

How well I know what I mean to do 
When the long dark Autumn evenings come. 
And where, my soul, is thy pleasant hue ? 

With the musie of all thy voices, dumb 
In life’s November too f 

2 , 

I shall be found by the fire, suppose. 

O’er a great wise book as beseemeth age, 
While the shutters flap as the cross-wind blows. 
And I turn the page, and I turn the page. 
Not verae now, only prose ! 


3 , 

Till the young ones whisper, finger on lip, 
** There he is at it, deep in Greek— 
Now or never, then, out we slip 
To cut from the hazels by the creek 
A mainingst for our ship/’ 
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4. 

I shall he at it indeed, my friends ! 

Greek puts already on either side 
Such a branch-work forth, as soon extends 
To a vista opening far and wide, 

And I pass out where it ends* 


5 * 

The outside-frame like your hazel-trees— 
But the inside-archway narrows fast, 
And a rarer sort succeeds to these. 

And we slope to Italy at last 
And vouth, by green degrees. 


6 . 

I follow wherever I am led. 

Knowing so well the leader’s hand— 

Oh, woman-country, wooed, not wed, 

Loved all the mote by earth’s male-lauds. 
Laid to their hearts instead ! 

7. 

Look at the ruined chapel again 
Half way up in the Alpine gorge. 

Is that a tower, I point you plain. 

Or is it a mill or an iron forge 
Breaks solitude in vain ? 


8 . 

A turn, and we stand in the heart of things ; 

The woods are round us, heaped and dim ; 
From slab to slab how it slips and springs, 
The thread of w'ater single and slim, 

Thro’ the ravage some torrent brings ! 


B¥ THE KIEE-SIBE, 
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9 , 

Does it feed the little lake below ? 

That speck of white just on its marge 
Is Pella ; see, in the evening glow 

How sharp the silver spear-heads charge 
When Alp meets Heaven in snow. 


10 . 

On our other side is the atraight*up rock ; 

And a path is kept ^twixt the gorge and it 
By boulder-stones where lichens mock 
The marks on a moth, and small ferns fit 
Their teeth to the polished block. 


Oh, the sense of the yellow mountain Bowers, 
And the thorny bails, each three in one, 
The chestnuta throw on our path in showers, 
For the drop of the woodland fruit’s begun 
These early November hours— 


12 . 

That crimson the creeper’s leaf across 
Like a splash of blood, intense, abrupt, 

O’er a shield, else gold from rim to boss, 

And lay it for show on the fairy'Clipped 
Elf*needled mat of moss, 

13, 

By the rose-flesh mushrooms, undivulged 
Last evening—nay, in to-day’s first dew 
Yon sudden coral nipple bulged 
Where a freaked, fawn-coloured, flaky crew 
Of toad-stools peep indulged. 
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14 . 

And yonder, at foot of tiie fronting ridge 
That tAkes the turn to a range beyond, 
la the chapel reached by the one-arclied bridge 
Where the water is stopped in a stagnant pond 
Danced ovei by the midge. 

15. 

The chapel and bridge are of stone alike. 

Blackish grey and mostly wet; 

Cut hemp-stalks steep in the narrow dyke. 

See here again, how the lichens fret 
And the roots of the ivy strike 1 

16. 

Poor little place, where its one priest conies 
On a festa-day, if he comes at all, 

To the do 2 :eii folk from their scattered homes. 
Gathered within that precinct small 
By the dozen ways one roams 


17. 

To drop from the charcoal-burners’ huts. 

Or climb from the hemp-dressers’ low shed, 

Lea-ve the grange where the woodman stores his nuts. 
Or the wattled cote where the owlers spread 
Their gear on the rock’s bare juts. 


18. 

It has some pretension too, this front, 
With its bit of fresco half-moon-wise 
Set over the porch, art’s early wont— 
’Tis John in the Desert, I surmise, 
But has borne the weather’s brunt— 



BY the FIRE-SJDi:* 


19 , 

Not from the fault of the builder, though, 

For a pent“house properly projects 
Where three carved beams make a certain show, 
Dating—good thought of our architect’s— 
*Five, six, nine, he lets you know. 


20 ,^ 

And all day long a bird sings there, 

And a stray sheep drinks at the pond at times 
The place is silent and aware; 

It has had its scenes, its joys and crimes, 

But that is its own affair* 

nr 

My perfect wife, my Leonor, 

Oh, heart my own, oh, eyes, mine too. 

Whom else could I dare look backward for. 

With whom beside should I dare pursue 
The path grey heads abhor ? 


22 * 

For it leads to ^ crag’s sheer edge with them ; 

Youth, flowery all the way, there stops— 
Not tliey ■ age threatens and they contemn. 
Till they reach the gulf wherein youth drops, 
One inch from our life’s safe hem ! 

23* 

With me, youth led^—I will speak now. 

No longer watch you as you sit 
Reading by fire-light, that great brow 
And the spirit-small hand propping it 
Mutely—my heart knows how— 



48 


BY THE FiBB-srnK. 


24 , 

WheHj if I think but deep enough, 

You are wont to answer, prompt as rhyme; 
And you, too, find without a Rebuff 
The response your soul seeks many a time 
Piercing its fine flesh'Stuff— 

25 * 

My own, confirm me! If I tread 
This path back, is it not in pride 
To think how little I dreamed it led 
To an age so blest that by its side 
Youth seems the waste instead ! 

2ft, 

My own, see where the years conduct I 
At first, ’twas something our two souls 
Should mix as mists do : each sucked 
Into each now ; on, the new stream rolls. 
Whatever rocks obstruct. 


27 . 

Tliink, when oux one soul understands 

The great Word which makes all things new— 
When earth breaks up and Heaven expands— 
How will the change strike me and you 
In the House not made with hands ? 

28 , 

Oh, I must feel your brain prompt mine, 

Your heart anticipate my heart. 

You must be just before, in fine. 

See and make me see, for your part. 

New depths of the Divine 1 





BY THE FmE-SiDB* 


49 


29 * 

But who could have expected this. 
When we two drew together first 
Just for the obvious human bliaa. 
To satisfy life’s daily thirst 
With a thing men seldom mim ? 


30* 

Come back with me to the first of all^ 

Let us lean and love it over again— 

Let us now forget and then recall, 

Break the rosary in a pearly rain. 

And gather what we let fall! 

3L 

What did I say ?—that a small bird sings 
All day long, save when a brown pair 
Of hawks from the wood float with wide wings 
Strained to a bell: Against the noon-day glare 
You count the streaks and rings* 

32* 

But at afternoon or almost eve 
’Tis better; then the silence grows 
To that degree, you half believe 
It must get rid of what it knows. 

Its bosom does so heave* 


33* 

Hither we walked, then, side by side. 

Arm in arm and cheek to cheek. 

And still I questioned or replied. 

While my heart, convulsed to really speak, 
Lay choking in its pride* 

B. M* ^ W. p 
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34. 

Silent the crumbling bridge we cross. 
And pity and praise the chapel sweet. 
And care about the fresco’s loss, 

And wish fox our souls a like retreat, 
And wonder at the moss* 


35 . 

Stoop and kneel on the settle nnder^—> 

Look through the window’s grated square: 
Nothing to see I for fear of plunder, 

The cross is down and the altar bare, 

As if thieves don’t fear thunder. 

30. 

We stoop and look in through the grate, 

See the little porch and rustic door. 

Bead duly the dead builder’s date, 

Then cross the bridge we crossed before. 
Take the path again—but wait 1 

37 . 

Oh moment, one and infinite t 

The water slips o’er stock and stone; 

The west is tender, hardly bright. 

How grey at once is the evening grown— 
One star, the chrysolite S 

38. 

We two stood there with never a third, 

But each by each, as each knew well. 

The sights we saw and the sounds we heard, 
The lights and the shades made up a spell 
Till the trouble grew and stirred. 
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39* 

Oh^ the little more, and how much it is! 

And the little less, and what worlds away! 
How a sound shall quicken content to bliss. 

Or a breath suspend the blood's best play. 

And life be a proof of this ! 

40 * 

Had she willed it, still had stood the screen 
So slight, so sure, 'twixt my love and her, 

I could fix her face with a guard between. 

And find her soul as when friends confer, 
Friends—lovers that might have been, 

41, 

For my heart had a touch of the woodland time, 
Wanting to sleep now over its best. 

Shake the whole tree in the summer-prime. 

But bring to the last leaf no such test. 

** Hold the last fast! ’’ says the rhyme. 


42, 

For a chance to make your little much. 

To gain a lover and lose a friend, 

Venture the tree and a myriad such. 

When nothing you mar but the year can mend! 
But a last leaf—fear to touch. 


43, 

Yet should it unfasten itself and fall 
Eddying down till it find your face 
At some slight wind—(best chance of all f) 

Be your heart henceforth its dwelling-place 
You trembled to forestal! 

B 2 
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BY TEK FIRE-SIDE, 


44. 

Worth how well, those dark grey eyes, 

—That hair so dark and dear, how worth 
That a man should strive and agonise, 

And taste a very hell on earth 
For the hope of such a prize ! 

45, 

Oh, you might have turned and tried a man, 
Set him a space to weary and wear, 

And prove which suited more your plan. 

His best of hope or his worst despair, 

Yet end as he began. 


46. 

But yon spared me this, like the heart yon are, 
And filled my empty heart at a word. 

If you join two lives, there is oft a scar, 

They are one and one, with a shadowy third; 
One near one is too far. 


47 . 

A moment after, and hands unseen 
Were hanging the night around us fast. 

But we knew that a bar was broken between 
Life and life ; we were mixed at last 
In spite of the mortal screen. 

48. 

The forests had done it; there they stood— 
We caught for a second the powers at play : 
They had mingled us so, for once and for good. 
Their work was done—we might go or stay. 
They relapsed to their ancient mood. 
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How the world is made for each of m ! 

How all we perceive and know in it 
Tends to some monient's product thus, 

When a soul declares itself—to wit. 

By its fruit—the thing it does! 

60 * 

Be Hate that fruit or Love that fruit. 

It forwards the General Deed of Man, 

And each of the Many helps to recruit 
The life of the race by a general plan> 

Each living his own, to boot, 

6L 

I am named and known by that honr^s feat, 

There took my station and degree* 

So grew my own small life complete 
As nature obtained her best of me— 

One born to love you, sweet I 

And to watch you sink by the fire-side now 
* Back again, as you mutely sit 
Musing by fire-light, that great brow 
And the spirit-small hand propping it 
Yonder, my heart knows huii 1 

m. 

So the earth has gained by one man more. 

And the gain of earth must be Heaven’s gain too, 
And the whole is well worth thinking o’er 
When the autniiin comes : wliich I mean to do 
One day, as I said before. 




ANY WIPE TO ANY HUSBAND. 


1 . 

My love, this is the bitterest, that theu 
Who art all truth and who dost love me now 
As thine eyes say, as thy voice breaks to say— 
Should’st love 80 truly and could’st love me still 
A whole long life through, had but love its will. 
Would death that leads me from thee brook delay J 


2 - 

I have but to be by thee, and thy hand 
Would never let mine go, thy heart withstand 
The beating of my heart to reach its place. 

Wlien should I look for thee and ieel thee gone ? 
When cry for the old coraiort and find none ? 

Never, I know I Thy soul is in thy face, 

3 . 

Oh, I should fade—’tis willed so ! might I save^ 
Gladly I would, whatever beauty gave 

Joy to thy sense, for that was precious too. 

It is not to be granted. But the soul 
Whence the love comes, all ravage leaves that whole; 
Vainly the flesh fades—soul makes all things new* 
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4. 

And ’twonld not because my eye grew dim 
Thou could’St not find the love there, thanks to Him 
Who never is dishonoured in the spark 
He gave us from his fire of fires, and bade 
Remember whence it sprang nor be afraid 

While that burns on, thoxigh all the rest grow dark* 


6 . 

So, how thou would’st be perfect, white and dean 
Outside as inside, soul and sours demesne 
Alike, this body given to show it by 1 
Oh, three-parts through the worst of life’s abyss. 
What plaudits from the next world after this, 
Could’st thou repeat a stroke and gain the sky ! 


C. 

And is it not the bitterer to think 
That, disengage our hands and thou wilt sink 
Although thy love was love in very deed t 
1 know that nature 1 Pass a festive day 
Thou dost not throw its relic-flower away 
Nor bid its music’s loitering echo speed- 


7, 

Thou let’st the stranger’s glove lie where it fell; 

If old things remain old things all is well. 

For thou art grateful as becomes man best: 

And hadst thou only heard me play one tune, 

Or viewed me from a window^ not so soon 

With thee would such things fade as with the rest. 
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8 . 

I seem to see 1 we meet and part: His brief: 
The book I opened keeps a folded leaf. 

The very chair I sat on, breaks the rank; 
That is a portrait of me on the wall— 

Three lines, my face comes at so slight a call; 
And for all this, one little hourh to thank. 


9 . 

But now, because the hour through years was fixed. 
Because our inmost beings met and mixed. 

Because thou once hast loved me—^wilt thou dare 
Say to thy soul and Who may hat beside. 

Therefore she is immortally my bride, 

Chance cannot change that love, nor time impair. 


10 , 

“ So, what if in the dusk of life that’s left, 

I, a tired traveller, of my sun bereft, 

Look from my path when, mimicking the same, 

The fire-fly glimpses past me, come and gone ? 

—Where was it till the sunset ? where anon 
It will be at the sunrise 1 what’s to blame ? ’’ 

11 . 

Is it so helpful to thee ? canst thou take 
The mimic up, nor, for the true thing’s sake, 

Put gently by such efforts at a beam ? 

Is the remainder of the way so long 

Thou need’st the little solace, thou the strong ? 

Watch out thy watch, let weak ones doze and dream I 
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12 , 

“—Ah, but the fresher faces ! Is it true,” 

Thou’lt ask, ** some eyed are beautiful aud new ? 

Some hair,—how can one choose but grasp such wealth? 
And if a man would press hia lips to Hps 
Fresh as the wilding hedge-rose-cup there slipa 
The dew-drop out of, must it be by stealth ? 


13 . 

** It cannot change the love kept still for Her, 

Much more thou, such a picture to prefer 
Passing a day with, to a room's bare aide. 

The painted form takes nothing she possessed. 

Yet while the Titian's Venus lies at rest 
A man looks. Once more, what is there to chide I ” 


14, 

So must I sec, from where I ait and watch. 

My own self sell myself, my hand attach 
Its warrant to the very thefts from me—» 

Thy singleness of soul that made me proud. 

Thy purity of heart I loved aloud, 

Thy man's truth I was bold to bid God see! 

16 . 

Love so, then, if thou wilt! Give all thou caiist 
Away to the new faces—diaentraneed— 

{Say it and think it) obdurate no more, 
Rc-issuc looks and words from the old miut— 
Pass them afresh, no matter whose the print 
Tmage and superscription once they bore 1 
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IG- 

Re-coin thyself and give it them to spend,— 

It all comes to the same thing at the end. 

Since mine thou wast, mine art, and mine shalt be, 
Faithful or faithless, sealing up the sum 
Or lavish of my treasure, thou must oome 

Back to the heart’s place here I keep for thee ! 


17. 

Only, why should it be with stain at all ? 

Why must I, ’twist the leaves of coronal. 

Put any kiss of pardon on thy brow ? 

Why need the other women know so much 
And talk together, “ Such the look and such 
The smile he used to love with, then as now 1 ” 


18. 

Might I die last and shew thee ! Should I find 
Such hardship in the few years left behind, 

If free to take and light my lamp, and go 
Into thy tomb, and shut the door and sit 
Seeing thy face on those four sides of it 

The better that they are so blank, I know ! 

Why, time was what T wanted, to turn o’er 
Within my mind each look, get more and more 
By heart each word, too much to learn at first. 
And |oin thee all the fitter for the pause 
’Neath the low door-way’s UnteL That were cause 
For lingering, though thou calledst, if I durst I 
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20 . 

And yet thou art the nobler of us two. 

What dare I dream of, that thou canst not do, 
Outstripping my ten small steps with one stride ? 
1*11 say then, here’s a trial and a task^— 

Is it to bear ?—if easy, IMl not ask— 

Though love fail, I can trust on in thy pride. 


2L 

Pride ?—^when those eyes forestal the life behind 
The death I have to go through S—-when I find, 
Now that I want thy help most, all of thee ! 
What did I fear ? Thy love shall hold nae fast 
Until the little minute’s sleep is past 
And I wake saved.—And yet, it will not be 1 



AN EPISTLE 

COMTAlti'Uia TSB 

STRANGE MEDICAL EXPERIENCE OF KARSIIISH, THE 
ARAB PHYSICIAN, 


Karshtsh, the picker-up of learning’s crumbs. 

The not-incoriouis in God’s handiwork 
(This nian’s-fiesh He hath admirably made. 

Blown like a bubble, kneaded like a paste, 

To coop up and keep down on earth a space 
That puff of vapour from His mouth, man’s soul) 

—To Abib, all-sagacious in our art, 

Breeder in me of what poor skill I boast, 

Iiike me inquisitive how pricks and cracks 

Befall the flesh through too much stress and strain, 10 

Whereby the wily vapour fain would slip 

Back and rejoin its source before the term,— 

And aptest in contrivance, under God, 

To baffle it by deftly stopping such:— 

The vagrant Scholar to his Sage at home 

Sends greeting (health and knowledge, fame with peace) 

Three samples of true snake-stone—rarer still, 

One of the other sort, the melon-shaped, 

(But fitter, pounded fine, for charms than drugs) 

And writeth now the twenty-second time. 20 
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My journcyings were brought to Jericho, 

Tliua I resume. Who studious in our art 
Shall count a little labour unrepaid ? 

I have shed sweat enough, left flesh and bone 
On many a flinty furlong of this land, 

Also the country-side is all on fire 
With rumours of a marching hitherward— 

Some say Vespasian cometh, some, his son. 

A black lynx snarled and pricked a tufted ear; 

Lust of my blood inflamed his yellow balls ; 30 

I cried and threw my stafi and he was gone. 

Twice have the robbers stripped and beaten me. 

And once a town declared me for a spy. 

But at the end, I reach Jerusalem, 

Since this poor covert where I pass the night. 

This Bethany, lies scarce the distance thence 
A man with plague-sores at the third degree 
Runs till he drops down dead. Thou laughest here I 
’Sooth, it elates me, thus reposed and safe. 

To void the stuffing of my travel-scrip 40 

And share with thee whatever Jewry yields, 

A viscid choler is observable 
In tertians, I was nearly bold to say. 

And falling-sickness hath a happier cure 
Than our school wots of ; there’s a spider here 
Weaves no web, watches on the ledge of tombs. 
Sprinkled with mottles on an ash-grey back ; 

Take flye and drop them , . , but who knows his mind. 
The Syrian nin-a-gate I trust this to ? 

His service payeth me a sublimate 50 

Blown up his nose to help the ailing eye. 

Best wait; I reach Jerusalem at morn. 

There set in order my experiences. 
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Gather what most desen^e^ and give thee all— 

Or I might add, Judeans gum-tragacanth 
Scales off in purer flakes, shines clearer-grained. 
Cracks ’twixt the pestle and the porphyry. 

In fine exceeds our produce. Scalp-disease 
Confounds me, crossing so with leprosy— 

Thou hadst admired one sort I gained at Zoar— 
But zeal outruns discretion. Here I end. 

Yet stay : my Syrian blinketh gratefully, 
Protesteth his devotion is my price— 

Suppose I write what harms not, though he steal ? 
I half resolve to tell thee, yet I blush, 

What set me off a-writing first of aH, 

An itch I had, a sting to write, a tang! 

For, be it thh town’s barrenness—or else 
The Man had something in the look of him— 

His case has struck me far more than ’tis worth. 

So, pardon if—(lest presently I lose 

In the great press of novelty at hand 

The care and pains this somehow stole from me) 

I bid thee take the thing while fresh in mind. 
Almost in sight—for, wilt thou have the truth ? 
The very man is gone from me but now. 

Whose ailment is the subject of discoiirac. 

Thus then, and let thy better wit help all. 

’Tis but a case of mania—subinduced 
By epilepsy, at the turning-point 
Of trance prolonged unduly some three days, 

When by the exhibition of some drug 
Or spell, exorcisation, stroke of art 
Unknown to me and which ’twere well to know, 
The evil thing out-hreaking all at once 
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Left the man whole and sound of body indeed,— 
But, flinging, so to speak, life's gates too \^ide. 
Making a clear house of it too suddenly. 

The first conceit that entered pleased to write 
Whatever it was minded on the wall 
So plainly at that vantage, as it were, 

(First come, first served) that nothing subsequent 
Attaineth to erase the fancy-scrawls 
Which the returned and new-established soul 
Hath gotten now so thoroughly by heart 
That henceforth she will read or these or none. 

And first—the man's own firm conviction rests 
That he was dead (in fact they buried him) 

That he was dead and then restored to life 
By a Nazarene physician of his tribe: 

—'Sayeth, the same bade Rise/^ and he did rise. 

Such cases are diurnal,” thou wilt cry. 

Not so tills figment!—not, that such a fume. 
Instead of giving way to time and health. 

Should eat itself into the life of Ufej 
As saffrou tingeth flesh, blood, bones and all I 
For see, how he takes up the after-Hfe. 

The man—it is one Lazarus a Jew, 

Sanguine, proportioned, fifty years of age, 

The body's habit wholly laudable, 

As much,. indeed, beyond the common health 
As he were made and put aside to shew. 

Think, could we penetrate by any drug 
And bathe the wearied soul and worried flesh. 

And bring it clear and fair, by three days sleep ! 
Whence has the man the balm that brightens all ? 
This grown man eyes the world now like a child. 
Some elders of his tribe, I should premise, 
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Led in their friend, ohedieiit as a sheep. 

To bear my inquisition. While they spoke, J20 

Now sharply, now with sorrow,^—told the case,— 

He listened not except I spoke to him. 

But folded his two hands and let them talk, 

Watching the flies that buzzed ; and yet no fooL 
And that’s a sample how his years must go. 

Look if a beggar, in fixed middle-life. 

Should find a treasure, can he use the same 

With straightened habits and with tastes starved small. 

And take at once to his impoverished brain 

The sudden element that changes things, 130 

—That seta the undreamed*of rapture at Ms hand. 

And puts the cheap old joy in the scorned dust ? 

Is he not such an one as moves to mirth— 

Warily parsimonious, when’s no need, 

W^asteful as drunkenness at undue times ? 

All prudent counsel as to what befits 
The golden mean, is lost on suck an one. 

The man’s fantastic will is the man’s law. 

So here—we’ll call the treasure knowledge, say— 
Increased beyond the fleshly faculty— 140 

Heaven opened to a soul while yet on earth, 

Earth forced on a soul’s use while seeing Heaven, 

The man is witless of the size, the snm, 

The value in proportion of all things, 

Or whether it be little or be much. 

Discourse to him of prodigious armaments 
Assembled to besiege his city now. 

And of the passing of a mule with gourds— 

’Tis one I Then take it on the other side. 

Speak of some trifling fact—he will gaze rapt ISO 

With stupor at its very littleness— 
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(Far ag I see) as if in that indeed 
He caught prodigious impart, whole results; 

And so will turn to us the byatanclers 
In ever the same stupor {note this point) 

Tlmt 'we too see not with hia opened eyas! 

Wonder and doubt come wrongly into play, 
Preposteroualy, at cross purposes. 

Should his child sicken unto death,—why, look 

For scarce abatement of his cheerfulness, 160 

Or pretermission of his daily craft— 

While a word, gesture, glance, from that same child 
At play or in the school or laid asleep. 

Will start him to an agony of fear. 

Exasperation, just as like I demand 

The reason why~“ *tis but a word,’* object— 

“ A gesture —he regards thee as our lord 
Who lived there in the pyramid alone. 

Looked at u8, dost thou mind, vf^iGU being young 
We both would unadvisedly recite 170 

Some charm’s beginning, from that book of his, 

Able to bid the sun throb wide and burst 
All into stars, as suns grown old arc wont. 

Thou and the child have each a veil alike 
Thrown o’er your heads from under which ye both 
Stretch your blind hands and trifle with a match 
Over a mine of Greek fire, did ye know I 
He holds on firmly to some thread of life— 

(It is the life to lead perforcedly) 

Which runs across some vast distracting orb ISO 

Of glory on either side that meagre thread. 

Which, conscious of, he must not enter yet— 

The spiritual life around the earthly life ! 

The law of that is known to him as this— 


B. If, ^ W. 
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His heart and brain move there, his feet stay here. 

So is the man perplext with impulses 
Sudden to start off crosswise, not straight on. 
Proclaiming what is Eight and Wrong across— 

And not along—this black thread through the blaze— 

** It should be ” balked by " here it cannot be.” 190 

And oft the man’s soul springs into his face 

As if he saw again and heard again 

His sage that bade him ** Rise ” and he did rise. 

Something—a word, a tick of the blood within 

Admonishes—then back he sinks at once 

To ashes, that was very fixe before, 

In sedulous recurrence to his trade 
WTiereby he eameth him the daily bread— 

And studiously the humbler for that pride. 

Professedly the faultier that he knows 200 

God’s secret, while he holds the thread of life* 

Indeed the especial marking of the man 
Is prone submission to the Heavenly will— 

Seeing it, what it is, and why it is* 

’Sayeth, he will wait patient to the last 
For that same death which will restore his being 
To equilibrium, body loosening soul 
Divorced even now by premature full growth : 

He will live, nay, it pleaseth him to live 
So long as God please, and just how God please* 210 
He even seeketh not to please God more 
{Which meaneth, otherwise) than as God please. 

Hence I perceive not he affects to preach 
The doctrine of his sect whatever it be— 

Make proselytes as madmen thirst to do* 

How can he give his neighbour the real ground. 

Hie own conviction ? ardent as he is— 
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Call his great truth a lie, why still the old 
“ Be it as God please " reasaiireth him* 

I probed the sore as thy disciple should— 220 

How, beast,” said I, “ this stolid carelessness 
Sufficeth thee, when Rome is on her march 
To stamp out like a little spark thy town, 

Xhy tribe, thy crazy tale and thee at once ? 

He merely looked with his large eyes on me. 

The man is apathetic, you deduce ? 

Contrariwise he loves both old and young. 

Able and weak—affects the very brutes 
And birds—how say I ? flowers of the field— 

As a wise workman recognises tools 230 

In a master’s workshop, loving what they make* 

Thus is the man as harmless as a lamb : 

Only impatient, let him do his best, 

At ignorance and carelessness and sin— 

An indignation which is promptly curbed* 

As when in certain travels I have feigned 
To be an ignoramua in onr art 
According to some preconceived design. 

And happed to hear the land’s practitioners 

Steeped in conceit sublimed by ignotanco, 240 

Prattle fantastically on disease. 

Its cause and cure^—and I must hold my peace I 

Thou wilt object—why have I not ere this 
Sought out the sage himself, the Nazarene 
Who wrought this cure, enquiring at the source, 
Conferring with the frankness that befits 1 
Alas ! it grieveth me, the learned leech 
Perished in a tumult many years ago, 

Accused,—our learning’s fate,—of wizardry, 

F 2 
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EeboUion, to the setting up a rule 250 

And creed prodigious as described to me» 

His death which happened when the earthquake fell 
(Prefiguring, as soon appeared, the loss 
To occult learning in our lord the sage 
That lived there in the pyramid alone) 

Was wrought by the mad people— that’s their wont— 
On vain recourse, as I conjecture it. 

To his tried virtue, for miraculous help— 

How could he stop the earthquake ? That’s their way ! 
The other imputations must be lies : 260 

But take one—though I loathe to give it thee, 

In mere respect to any good man’s fame! 

(And after all our patient Lazarus 
Is stark mad—should we count on what he says ? 
Perhaps not—though in writing to a leech 
’Tis well to keep back nothing of a case.) 

This man so cured regards the curer then. 

As—God forgive me —who but God himself, 


Creator and Sustainer of the world, 

That came and dwelt in flesh on it awhile ! 27( 

—’Sayeth that such an One was born and lived, 
Taught, healed the sick, broke bread at his own bouse, 
Then died, with Lazarus by, for aught I know, 

And yet was , . . what I said nor choose repeat, 

And must have so avouched himself, in fact. 

In hearing of this very Lazarus 

Who saith—but why all this of what he saith ? 

Why write of trivial matters, things of price 
Calling at every moment for remark ? 

I noticed on the margin of a pool 28' 

Blue-flowering borage, the Aleppo sort, 

Aboundeth, very nitrous. It is strange f 
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Thy pardon for this long and tedious case^ 
Which, now that I review it, needs must seem 
Unduly dwelt on, prolixly set forth. 

Nor I myself discern in what is writ 

Good cause for the peculiar interest 

And awe indeed this man has touched me with, 

Perhaps the journey’s end, the weariness 

Had wrought upon me first. I met him thus^— 

I crossed a ridge of short sharp broken hills 
Like an old lion’s cheek-teeth. Out there came 
A moon made Hke a face with certain spots 
Multiform, manifold, and menacing : 

Then a wind rose behind me. So we met 
In this old sleepy town at unaware, 

The man and I, I send thee what is writ* 

Regard it as a chance, a matter risked 
To this ambigaous Syrian—he may lose, 

Or steal, or give it thee with equal good, 

Jerusalem’s repose shall make amends 

For time this letter wastes, thy time and mine. 

Till when, once more thy pardon and farewell 1 

The very God ! think, Abib ; dost thou think ? 
So, the All-Great, were the All-Loving too— 

So, through the thunder comes a human voice 
Saying, “ 0 heart I made, a heart beats here! 
Face, my hands fashioned, see it in myself. 

Thou bast no power nor may’st conceive of mine, 
But love I gave thee, with Myself to love, 

And thou must love me who have died for thee ! ” 
The madman saith He said so : it is strange. 
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1 . 

All I believed is true ! 

I am able yet 
All I want to get 
By a method as strange as new: 
Dare I trust the same to you ? 

2 . 

If at night, when doors are shut. 
And the wood-worm picks. 
And the death-w^atch ticks. 
And the bar has a flag of smut. 
And a cat’s in the water-butt— 

3- 

And the socket floats and flares. 
And the house-beams groan. 
And a foot unknowni 
Is surmised on the garret-stairs, 
And the locks slip unawares— 
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And the spider, to serve his ends. 

By a sudden thread. 

Arms and legs outspread. 

On the table’s descends, 

Comes to find, God knows what friends 1— 


5 . 

If since eve drew in, I say, 

I have sate and brought 
(So to speak) my thought 
To bear on the woman away, 

Till I felt my hair turn grey¬ 
er 

Till I seemed to have and hold 
In the vacancy 
’Twizt the wall and me, 

From the hair-plait’s chestnut-gold 
To the foot in its muslin fold— 


7* 

Have and hold, then and there. 
Her, from head to foot, 
Breathing^and mute. 

Passive and yet aware. 

In the grasp of my steady stare— 

Hold and have, there and then. 
All her body and soul 
That completes my Whole, 
All that women add to men. 

In the clutch of my steady ken— 


MBSMEHISU. 


9 . 

Having and holding, till 
I imprint her fast 
On the void at last 
As the SUE does whom he will 
By the calotypist^s skill— 

10 . 

Then,—if my hearths strength serve. 
And through all and each 
Of the veils I reach 
To her soul and never swerve, 
Knitting an iron nerve— 

ih 

Commanding that to advance 
And inform the shape 
Which has made escape 
And before my countenance 
Answers me glance for glance— 

12 . 

I, stiU with a gesture fit 
Of my hands that best 
Do my souFs behest, 

Pointing the power from it, 

While myself do steadfast sit— 

13. 

Steadfast and still the same 
On my object bent 
While the hands give vent 
To my ardour and my aim 
And break into very flame— 
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14 . 

Theiij I reach, I must believe. 

Not her soul in vain, 

For to me again 

It reaches, and past retrieve * 

Is wound in the toils I weave— 


15 . 

And must follow as I require. 

As befits a thrall. 

Bringing flesh and all, 

Essence and earth-attire. 

To the source of the tractile fire— 

16 . 

Till the house called hers, not mine, 
With a growing weight 
Seems to sufioeate 
If she break not its leaden line 
And escape from its close confine— 

17 . 

Out of doors into the night! 

On to the maze 
Of the wild wood*ways. 

Not turning to left or right 

From the pathway, blind vnth. sight— 

IS. 

Making thro^ rain and wind 
0*er the broken shrubs, 

’Tmxt the stems and stubs, 

With a still composed strong mind, 
Not a cate for the world behind— 



M£3M£EISH. 


Id. 

Swifter and still more swift, 

As the crowding peace 
Doth to joy increase 
In the wide blind eyes uplift, 

Thro’ the darkness and the drift 1 

20 * 

While I—to the shape, I too 
Feel my soul dilate 
Nor a whit abate 
And relax not a gesture due 
As I see my belief come true— 

21 * 

For there ! have I drawn or no 
Life to that lip ? 

Do my fingers dip 
Ill a flame which again they throw 
On the cheek that breaks a*glow ? 

22 * 

Ha ! was the hair so first ? 

What, imfilleted. 

Made alive, and spread 
Through the void with a rich outburst, 
Chestnut gold-interspersed I 

23 . 

Like the doors of a easket-shrine, 

Sec, on either side. 

Her two arms divide 
Till the heart betwixt makes sign. 

Take me, for I am thine ! 


MBSMEEldM* 


24 * 

Now—now—the door is heard 
Hark I the etairs and near— 
Nearer—and here— 

Now ! and at call the third 
She enters without a word. 


25 . 

On doth she march and on 
To the fancied shape— 

It is past escape 
Herself, now—the dream is done 
And the shadow and she are one. 

26 . 

First I will pray. Do Thou 
That ownest the soul, 

Yet wilt grant controul 
To another nor disallow 
For a time, restrain me now ! 


27 . 

I admonish me while I may, 

Not to squander guilt, 

Since require Thou wilt 
At. my hand its price one day I 
What the price is, who can say ? 


A SERENADE AT THE VILLA. 


L 

That was I, you heard last night 
When there rose no moon at all, 
Nor^ to pieree the atrained and tight 
Tent of heaTen, a planet small; 
Life was dead, and so was light. 


2 . 

Not a twinkle from the fly. 

Not a glimmer from the worm. 
When the crickets stopped their cry, 
When the owls forbore a term, 
You heard music ; that was I* 


3 . 

Earth turned in her sleep with pain, 
Sultrily suspired for proof : 

In at heaven and out again. 

Lightning !*—where it broke the roof. 
Bloodlike, some few drops of rain. 
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4. 

What they could my words expressed, 
O my love, my all, my one I 
Singing helped the verses beat. 

And when singing’s best was done. 
To my lute I left the rest* 


5. 

So wore night; the east was grey. 

White the broad-faced hemlock flowers; 
Soon would come another day ; 

Ere its first of heavy hours 
Found me, I had past away* 

6 , 

What became of all the hopes. 

Words and song and lute as well ? 

Say, this struck you—** When life gropes 
Feebly for the path where fell 
Light last on the evening slopes, 

7 , 

** One friend in that path shall bo 
To secure my steps from wrong; 

One to count night day for me, 

Patient through the watches long. 
Serving most with none to see.” 

8 , 

Never say—as something bodes— 

** So the worst has yet a worse I 
When life halts ’neath double loads, 

Better the task-master’s curse 
Than such music on the roads I 
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9 . 

** When no moon succeeds the sun, 

Nor can pierce the jnidtiight*a tent 
Any star, the smallest one. 

While some drops, where lightning went. 
Show the final storm begun— 

10 * 

“ When the fire-fly hides its spot, 

When the garden-voices fail 
In the darkness thick and hot,— 

Shall another voice avail. 

That shape be where those are not ? 


IL 

** Has some plag\ie a longer lease 
Proffering its help uncouth ? 
Can^t one even die in peace ? 

As one shuts one^s eyes on youth, 
Is that face the last one sees 7 

12 . 

Oh, how dark your villa was, 
Windows fast and obdurate ! 

How the garden grudged me grass 
Where I stood—the iron gate 
Ground its teeth to let me pass I 


MY STAR. 


All that I know 
Of a certain atar» 

Is, it can throw 

(Like the angled spar) 

Now a dart of red. 

Now a dart of blue, 

Till in 7 friends have said 
They would fain see, too. 

My star that dartles the red and the blue t 

Then it stops like a bird,—like a flower, hangs furled ; 

They must solace themselves with the Saturn above it. 
What matter to me if their star is a world ? 

Mine has opened its soul to me; therefore I love it* 





INSTANS TYRANNUS- 


1 . 

Of the million or two^ more or less, 

I rule and possess. 

One man, for some cause undefined, 

Was least to mj mind. 

2 . 

I struck him, he grovelled of course— 

For, what was his force ? 

I pinned him to earth with my weight 
And perdstence of hate— 

And he lay, would not moan, would not curse. 
As if lota might be worse, 

3 , 

" Were the object less mean, would he stand 
At the swing of my hand I 
For obscurity helps him and blots 
The hole where he squats/’ 

So I set my five wits on the stretch 
To inveigle the wretch. 
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All in vain ! gold and jeweb I tlirew, 

Still he couched there perdue* 

I tempted his blood and his flesh. 

Hid in roses my mesh, 

Gioicost cates and the flagonb best spilth— 
Still he kept to his filth ! 


4 * 

Had he kith now or kin, were access 
To his heart, if I press—' 

Just a son or a mother to seize— 

No such booty as these ] 

Were it simply a friend to pursue 
’Mid my million or two. 

Who could pay me in person or pelf 
What he owes me himself. 

No ! I could not but smile through my chafe— 

For the fellow lay safe 

As his mates do, the midge and the nit, 

—Through minuteness, to wit. 

5 . 

Then a humor more great took its place 
At the thought of his face, 

Tlie droop, the low cares of the mouth, 

The trouble uncouth 

’Twixt the brows, all that air one is fain 

To put out of its pain— 

And, no,‘I admonished myself, 

“ Is one mocked by an elf, 

Is one baffled by toad or by rat ? 

The gravamen’s in that I 

a. M. & w 0 
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How the lion> who crouches to suit 
His back to my foot. 

Would admire that I stand in debate I 

But the Small is the Great 

If it vexes you,—that is the thing ! 

Toad or rat vex the King ? 

Though I waste half my realm to unearth 
Toad or rat, ’tia well worth ! 


6 . 

So I soberly laid my last plan 
To extinguish the man. 

Round his creep-hole,—with never a break 
Ran my fires for his sake ; 

Over-head, did my thunders combine 
With my under-ground mine : 

Till I looked from my labor content 
To enjoy the event. 


7 , 

When sudden . . , how think ye, the end ? 

Did I say without friend ? 

Say rather, from marge to blue marge 
The whole sky grew his targe 
With the sun^s self for visible boss, 

While an Arm ran across 

Which the earth heaved beneath like a breast 

Where the wretch was safe prest J 

Do you see ? just my vengeance complete. 

The man sprang to his feet, 

Stood erect, caught at God’s skirts, and prayed 1 
—So, i was afraid ! 


A PRETTY WOMAN. 


L 

That fawn-akin-dappled hair of hers, 

And the blue eye 
Dear and dewy, 

And that infantine fresh air of hera I 

2 . 

To think men cannot take you, Sweet, 

And enfold you, 

Ay, and hold you. 

And so keep you what they make you, Sweet! 

3 , 

You like us for a glance, you know— 

For a word’s sake. 

Or a sword’s sake, 

All’s the same, whatever the chance, you know. 

4 . 

And in turn we make yon ours, we say— 

You and youth too. 

Eyes and mouth too. 

All the face composed of flowers, we say 
Q 2 




A PBETTY WOMAN, 
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6 , 

All’s our own, to make the most of. Sweet— 
Sing and^say for, 

Watch and pray for, 

Keep a secret or go boast of, Sweet, 

6 . 

But for loving, why, you would not, Sweet, 
Though we prayed you, 

Paid you, brayed you 

In a mortar—for you could not. Sweet. 

7 . 

So, we leave the sweet face fondly there— 

Be its beauty 
Its sole duty! 

Let all hope of grace beyond, he there ! 

8 , 

And while the face lies quiet there. 

Who shall wonder 
That I ponder 

A conclusion ? I wdll try it there. 

0 . 

As,—why must one, for the love forgone. 

Scout mere liking ? 

Thunder-striking 

Earth,—the heaven, we looked above for, gone ! 

10 . 

Why with beauty, needs there money be— 

Love with liking ? 

Crush the fly-king 

In his gauze, because no honey bee ? 


A PRETTY WO^AN. 


11 . 

May not liking be so simple-sweet, 

If love grew there 
’Twould undo there 

All that breaks the cheek to dimples sweet t 

12 . 

Is the creature too imperfect, say ? 

Would you mend it 
And so end it ? 

Since not all addition perfects aye I 

13 . 

Or is it of its kind, perhaps, 

Just perfection— 

Whence, rejection 

Of a grace not to its mind, perhaps ? 

14 . 

Shall we burn up, tread that face at once 
Into tinder, 

And so hinder 

Sparks from kindling all the place at once ? 

15 . 

Or else kiss away one’s soul on her ? 

Your love-fancies !— 

A sick man sees 

Truer, when his hot eyes roll on her! 

16 . 

Thus the craftsman thinks to grace the rose,— 
Plucks a mould-flower 
For his gold flower, 

Uses fine things that eSace the rose.. 
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17 * 

Rosy rubies make its cup more roae^ 
Precious metals 
Ape the petals,— 

Last, some old king locks it up, morose 1 

18 , 

Then, how grace a rose ? ' I know a way I 
Leave it rather. 

Must you gather ? 

Smell, kiss, wear it—at last, throw away I 


^‘CHILDE BOLAND TO THE DARK TOWEE CAME/' 
(See Song in “ Leab.**) 


L 

Mt first thought was, he lied in every word. 

That hoary cripple, with mahcious eye 
Askance to watch the working of his lie 
On mine, and mouth scarce able to afford 
Suppression of the glee that pursed and scored 
Its edge at one more victim gained thereby* 

2 ^ 

What else should he be set for, with his staff ? 
What, save to waylay with his lies, ensnare 
All travellers that might find him posted there, 
And ask the road ? I guessed what skulhUke laugh 
Would break, what crutch 'giu write my epitaph 
For pastime in the dusty thoroughfare. 

If at his counsel I should turn aside 

Into that ominous tract which, all agree. 

Hides the Dark Tower* Yet acquiescingly 
I did turn as he painted ; neither pride 
Nor hope rekindling at the end descried. 

So much as gladness that some end should be. 



CHILDS SolAUD 




4 . 

For, what with my whole world-wide wandering. 

What with my search drawn out thro’ years, my hope 
Dwindled into a ghost not fit to cope 
With that obstreperous joy success would bring,— 

I hardly tried now to rebuke the spring 
My heart made, finding failure in its scope^ 

5- 

As when a sick man very near to death 
Seems dead indeed, and feels begin and end 
The tears and takes the farewell of each friend. 

And hears one bid the other go, draw breath 
Freelier outside, since all is o’er,” he saith. 

And the blow falfn no grieving can amend ”) 

6 , 

While some discuss if near the other graves 
Be room enough for this, and when a day 
Suits best for carrying the corpse away, 

With care about the banners, scarves and staves,— 

And still the man hears all, and only craves 
He may not shame such tender love and sta}*, 

7 , 

Thus, I had so long suffered in this quest, 

Heard failure prophesied so oft, been writ 
So many times among “ The Band ”—to wit, 

The knights who to the Dark Tower’s search addressed 
Their steps—that just to fail as they, seemed best, 

And all the doubt was now—should I be fit. 

g. 

So, quiet as despair, I turned from him, 

That hateful cripple, out of his highway 
Into the path he pointed. All the day 
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Had been a dreary one at best, and dim 
Was settling to its close, yet shot one grim 
Red leer to see the plain catch its estrsy. 

9 , 

For mark ! no sooner was I fairly found 
Pledged to the plain, after a pace or two. 

Than pausing to throw backward a last view 
To the safe road, ’twas gone ! grey plain all round ! 
Nothing but plain to the horizon’s bound* 

I might go on; nought else remained to do* 

10 . 

So on I went* I think I never saw 
Such starved ignoble nature; nothing throve: 

For flowers—as well expect a cedar grove ! 

But cockle, spurge, according to their law 
Might propagate their kind, with none to awe. 

You’d think ; a burr had been a treasure-trove, 

11 * 

No ! penury, inertness, and grimace. 

In some strange sort, were the land’s portion* “ See 
Or shut your eyes ”—said Nature peevishly— 

It nothing skills : I cannot help my case : 

The Judgment’s Are alone can cure this place, 

Calcine its clods and set my prisoners free/’ 

12 * 

If there pushed any ragged thistle-stalk 

Above its mates, the head was chopped—the bents 
Were jealous else* What made those holes and rents 
Ill the dock’s harsh swarth leaves—^bruised as to baulk 
All hope of greenness ? ’tis a brute must walk 
Fashing their life out, with a brute’s intents. 


m 
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13 , 

As for the grass, it grew as scant as hair 

In leprosy—thin dry blades pricked the mud 
Wliich underneath looked kneaded up with blood. 
One stiff blind horse, his every bone a-stare. 

Stood stiipified, however he came there— 

Thrust out past service from the devirs stud ! 

14, 

Alive ? he might be dead for all I know, 

With that red gaunt and lolloped neck a-atram, 
And shut eyes underneath the rusty mane. 

Seldom went such grotesqueness with such woe : 

I never saw a brute I hated so— 

He must be wicked to deserve such pain, 

15 , 

I shut my eyes and turned them on my heart. 

As a man calls for wdne before he fights, 

T asked one draught of earlier, happier sights 
Ere fitly I could hope to play my part. 

Think first, fight afterwards—the soldier^s art: 

One taste of the old times sets all to rights I 
IG. 

Not it! I fancied Ciithbertha reddening face 
Beneath its garniture of curly gold, 

Dear fellow^ till I almost felt him fold 
Xn arm in mine to fix me to the place. 

That way he used, Alas I one night^s disgrace ! 

Out went my hearths new fire and left it cold, 

17 . 

Giles, then, the soul of honour—there he stands 
Frank as ten years ago when knighted first. 

What honest men should dare (he said) he durst. 
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TO THE J>ARK TOWBB CAME." 

Good—but the Bcene shifts—faugh! what hangman’s 
Pin to his breast a parchment ? his own hands [hands 
Read it» Poor traitor, spit upon and curst! 

18. 

Better this present than a past like thah— 

Back therefore to my darkening path again. 

No sound, no sight as far as eye could strain. 

Will the night send a howlet or a bat ? 

I asked i when something on the dismal flat 
Came to arrest my thoughts and change their train. 

19, 

A sudden little river crossed my path 
As unexpected as a serpent comes. 

No sluggish tide congenial to the glooms— 

This, as it frothed by, might have been a bath 
For the fiend’s glowing hoof—to see the wrath 
Of its black eddy bespate with flakes and spumes, 

20 , 

So petty yet so spiteful 1 all along. 

Low scrubby alders kneeled down over it; 

Drenched willows flung them headlong in a fit 
Of mute despair, a suicidal throng : 

The river which had done them all the wrong, 

Whatc’er that was, rolled by, deterred no whit, 

21 , 

Which, while I forded,—good saints, how I feared 
To set ray foot upon a dead man’s cheek. 

Each stcp> or feel the spear I thrust to seek 
For hollows, tangled in his hair or beard I 
—It may have been a w'atcr-tat I speared. 

But, ugh ! it sounded like a baby’s shriek. 
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22 , 

Glad was I when I reached the other bank* 

Now for a better country. Vain presage 1 
Who were the stnigglers, what war did they wage 
WTiose savage trample thus could pad the dank 
Soil to a plash ? toads in a poisoned tank, 

Or wild cats in a red-hot iron cage— 

23 , 

The fight must so have seemed in that fell cirque* 
What kept them there, ^vith all the plain to choose 
No foot-print leading to that horrid mews. 

None out of it: mad brewage set to work 
Their brains, no doubt, like galley-slaves the Turk 
Pits for his pastime, Christians against Jews* 

24 * 

And more than that—a furlong on—why, there I 
What bad use was that engine for, that wheel, 

Or brake, not wheel—that harrow fit to reel 
Men’s bodies out like silk ? with all the air 
Of Tophet’s tool, on earth left unaware. 

Or brought to sharpen its rusty teeth of steel. 

Then came a bit of stubbed ground, once a wood. 
Next a marsh, it would seem, and now mere earth 
Desperate and done with ; (so a fool finds mirth. 
Makes a thing and then mars it, till his mood 
Changes and ofi he goes !) within a rood 

Bog, clay and rubble, sand and stark black dearth, 

2C, 

Now blotches rankling, coloured gay and grim. 

Now patches where some leanness of the soirs 
Broke into moss or substances like boils; 


TO TEE DARK TOWER CAME.” 

Then came aome palsied oakj a cleft in him 
Like a distorted mouth that splits its rim 
Gaping at death, and dies while it recoils. 

27 * 

And just as far as ever from the end! 

Nought in the distance but the evening, nought 
To point my footstep further I At the thought, 

A great black bird, Apollyon^s bosom-friend. 

Sailed past, nor beat his wide wing dragon-penned 
That brushed ray cap—^perchance the guide I sought. 

28 , 

For looking up, aware I somehow grew, 

"Spite of the dusk, the plain had given place 
All round to mountains—wdth such name to grace 
Mere ugly heights and heaps now stern in view* 

How thus they had surprised me,—solve it, you ! 

How to get from them w^as no plainer case, 

29 . 

Yet half I seemed to recognise some trick 

Of mischief happened to me, God knows when— 

In a bad dream perhaps* Here ended, then, 

Progress this way. When, in the very nick 
Of giving up, one time more, came a click 

As when a trap shuts—you’re inside the den ! 

30 . 

Burningly it came on me all at once, 

This was the place I those two hills on the right 
Crouched like two bulls locked horn in horn in fight— 
While to the left, a tall scalped mountain . . . Dunce, 
Fool, to be dozing at the very nonce. 

After a life spent training for the sight I 
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3L 

What in the midst iay but the Tow^er ttself ? 

The round squat turret, blind as the foors hearty 
Built of brown stone, without a counterpart 
In the whole world- The tempest’s mocking ell 
Points to the sbipman thus the unseen shelf 
He strikes on, only when the timbers start. 

32. 

Not see ? because of night perhaps ?—Why, day 
Came back again for that 1 before it left. 

The dying sunset kindled through a cleft: 

The hills, like giants at a hunting, lay— 

Chin upon hand, to see the game at bay,— 

Now stab and end the creature—to the heft S 

Not hear ? when noise was everywhere ? it tolled 
Increasing like a bell. Names in my ears, 

Of all the lost adventurers my peers,— 

How such a one was strong, and such was bold, 

And such was fortunate, yet each of old 
Lost, lost! one moment knelled the woe of years. 


34. 

There they stood, ranged along the hill-sides—met 
To view the last of me, a living frame 
For one more picture ! in a sheet of flame 
I saw them and I knew them all. And yet 
Dauntless the slug-hom to my lips I set 
And blew. “ CMlde Roland to the Dark Tower came.'* 


RESPECTABILITY, 


L 

Dear, had the world in its caprice 

Deigned to proclaim “ I know you both. 
Have recognised your plighted troth, 

Am sponsor for you—live in peace ! — 

How many precious months and years 

Of youth had passed, that speed so fast, 
Before we found it out at last. 

The world, and what it fears ? 

2 . 

How much of priceless Efe were spent 
With men that every virtue decks, 

And w^omen models of their sex. 

Society’s true ornament,— 

Ere we dared wander, nights like this, 

Thro^ wind and rain, and watch the Seine, 
And feel the Boulevart break again 
To warmth and light and bliss t 

3 - 

I know ! the world proscribes not love; 
Allows my finger to caress 
Your lip’s contour and dow^niness, 

Provided it supply a glove. 

The world’s good word !—the Institute ! 
Guizot receives Montalembert! 

Eh ? down the court three lampions flare— 
Put forward your best foot! 


A LIGHT WOMAN. 


L 

So far as our story approaches the end. 
Which do you pity the most of us three ?— 
My friendj or the mistress of my friend 
With her wanton eyes, or me ? 


2 . 

My friend was already too good to lose. 

And seemed in the way of improvement yet. 
When she crossed his path with her hunting-noose 
And over him drew her net. 


3 . 

When I saw him tangled in her toils, 

A shame, said 1, if she adds just him 
To her nine-and-mnety other spoils. 

The hundredth, for a whim ! 


4 . 

And before my friend be wholly hers, 
How easy to prove to him, I said. 

An eagle’s the game her pride prefers, 
Though she snaps at the wren instead ! 



A LIGHT WOMAM, 
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# 5 . 

So T gaire her eyes my own eyes to take, 

My hand sought hers as in earnest need, 

And round stie turned for my noble sake, 

And gave me herself indeed. 

6 . 

The eagle am I, with my fame in the world, 

The wren ia he, with his maiden face. 

—You look away and youi lip ia curled ? 

Patience, a moment’s space ! 

7- 

For see—my Mend goes shaking and white; 

He eyes me as the basilisk: 

I have turned, it appears, his day to night. 

Eclipsing his sun’s disc. 

8 . 

And I did it, he thinks, as a very thief: 

“ Though I love her-—that he comprehends— 

One should master one’s passions, (love, in chief) 

And he loyal to one’s Mends ! 

9 , 

And she,—she lies in my hand as tame 
As a pear hung basking over a wall; 

Just a touch to try and of! it came; 

’Tis mine,—can I let it fall ? 

10 . 

With no mind to eat it, that’s the worst 
Were it thro^vn in the road, would the case assist f 
’Twas quenching a dozen blue-flies’ thirst 
When I gave its stalk a twist, 
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A LIGHT WOWAN- 


IL ^ ^ 

And If —what I seem to my friend, you see— 
WTiat I soon shall seem to his love, you guess, 
WTiat I seem to myself, do you ask of me I 
No hero, I confess- 


12 , 

^Tis ao awkward thing to play with souls, 

And matter enough to save one's own- 
Yet think of my friend, and the burning coals 
He played with for bits of stone ! 


13 , 

One likes to show the truth for the truth ; 

That the woman was light is very tme : 

But suppose she says,^—never mind that youth— 
What wrong have I done to you T 

14 , 

Well, any how, here the story stays. 

So far at least as I understand; 

And, Robert Browning, you writer of plays, 
Here's a subject made to your hand ! 


THE STATUE AND THE BUST, 


There’s a palace in Florence, the world knows well, 
And a statue watches it from the square. 

And this story of both do the townsmen tell. 

Ages ago, a lady there. 

At the farthest window facing the east 
Asked, ** Who rides by with the royal air ? ” 

The brides-maida’ prattle around her ceased ; 

She leaned forth, one on either hand; 

They saw how the blush of the bride increased— 

They felt by its beats her heart expand— 10 

As one at each ear and both in a breath 
Whispered, The Great-Duke Iferdinand,” 

That selfsame instant, underneath, 

The Duke rode past in his idle way. 

Empty and fine like a swordless sheath. 

Gay he rode, with a friend as gay, 

Till he threw his head back—" Who is she T ” 

—*'.A Bride the Eiccardi brings home to-day.’* 
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Hair in heaps laid hea\nly 

Over a pale brow spirit-pure— 20 

Carved like the heart of the coal-black tree, 

Crisped like a war-steed’s encolure— 

Which vainly sought to dissemble her eyes 
Of the blackest black our eyes endure. 

And lo, a blade for a knight’s emprise 
Filled the fine empty sheath of a man,— 

The Duke grew straightway brave and wise. 

He looked at her, as a lover can ; 

She looked at him, as one who awakes,— 

The past was a sleep, and her life began. 30 

As love so ordered for both their sakes, 

A feast was held that selfsame night 

In the pile which the mighty shadovv makes. 

{For Via Larga is three-parts light. 

But the Palace overshadows one, 

Because of a crime which may God requite 

To Florence and God the wrong was done, 

Through the first republic’s murder there 
By Cosimo and liis cursed son.) 

The Duke (with the statue’s face in the square) 40 
Turned in the midst of his multitude 
At the bright approach of the bridal pair. 

Face to face the lovers stood 
A single minute and no more, 

While the bridegroom bent as a man subdued— 
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Bowed tin his bonnet brushed the floor— 

For the Duke on the lady a kiss conferred, 

As the courtly custom was of yore. 

In a minute can lovers exchange a word ? 

If a word did pass, which I do not think, 

Only one out of the thousand heard. 

That was the bridegroom. At day’s brink 
He and his bride were alone at last 
In a bed-chamber by a taper’s blink. 

Calmly he said that her lot was cast, 

That the door she had passed was shut on her 
Till the final catafalk repassed. 

The world meaii\vhile, its noise and stir, 

Through a certain window facing the east 

She might watch like a convent’s chronicler. 60 

Since passing the door might lead to a feast, 

And a feast might lead to so much beside, 

He, of many evils, chose the least. 

“ Freely I choose too,” said the bride— 

‘‘ Your window and its world suffice,” 

So replied the tongue, while the heart replied— 

** If I spend the night with that devil twice. 

May his window serve as my loop of hell 
Whence a damned soul looks on Paradise 1 

“ I fly to the Duke who loves me well, 70 

Sit by his aide and laugh at sorrow 
Ere I count another ave-helL 
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“ *Tis only the coat of a page to borrow, 

And tie my hair in a horse-boy^s trim, 

And 1 save my soul—but not to-morrow ”— 

(She checked herself and her eye grew dim)— 

“ My father tarries to bless my state : 

1 must keep it one day more for him* 

“ Is one day more so long to wait ? 

Moreover the Duke rides past, I know— 80 

We shall see each other, sure as fate.’* 

She turned on her side and slept. Just so I 
So we resolve on a thing and sleep. 

So did the lady, ages ago. 

That night the Duke said, " Dear or cheap 
As the cost of this cup of bliss may prove 
To body or soul, I will drain it deep.” 

And on the morrow, bold with love. 

He beckoned the bridegroom (close on call. 

As his duty bade, by the Duke’s alcove) 90 

And smiled ’Twaa a very funeral 
Your lady will think, this feast of ours,— 

A shame to efiace, whatever befall I 

“ What if we break from the Arno bowers. 

And let Petraja, cool and green. 

Cure last night’s fault with this morning’s flowers ? ” 

The bridegroom, not a thought to be seen 
On his steady brow and quiet mouth, 

Said, “ Too much favour for mo so mean ! 
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“ Alas ! my lady kaves the south* 

Each wind that comes from the Apennine 
Is a menace to her tender youth* 

“ No way exists, the wise opine, 

If she quits her palace twice this year. 

To avert the flower of lifers decline.’’ 

Quoth the Duke, A sage and a kindly fear* 
Moreover Petraja is cold this spring— 

Be our feast to-night as usual here 1 

And then to himself—“ Wlilch night shall bring 
Thy bride to her lover’s embraces, fool— 

Or I am the fool, and thoo art his king ! 

Yet my passion must wait a night, nor cool— 
For to-night the Envoy arrives from France 
Whose heart I unlock with thyself, my tool* 

I need thee still and might miss perchance* 
To-day is not wholly lost, beside, 

With its hope of my lady’s countenance— 

For I ride—what should I do but ride t 
And passing her palace, if I list, 

May glance at its window—well betide 1 ” 

So said, so done : nor the lady missed 
One ray that broke from the ardent brow, 

Nor a curl of the lips where the spirit kissed* 

Be sure that each renewed the vow. 

No morrow’s sun should arise and set 
And leave them then as it left them now. 
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But next day passed, and next day yet, 

With still fresh cause to wait one more 
Ere each leaped over the parapet* 

And still, as love’s brief morning wore^ 130 

With a gentle start, half smile, half sigh. 

They found love not as it seemed before* 

They thought it would work infallibly. 

But not in despite of heaven and earth— 

The rose would blow when the storm passed by* 

Meantime they could profit in winter’s dearth 
By winter’s fruits that supplant the rose : 

The world and its ways have a certain w^orth ! 

And to press a point while these oppose 

Were a simple poUcy—^best wait, 140 

And lose no friends and gain no foes. 

Meanw^hile, worse fates than a lover’s fate, 

Who daily may ride and lean and look 
AV here his lady watches behind the grate 1 * 

And she—she watched the square like a book 
Holding one picture and only one, 

Which daily to 6nd she undertook, 

When the picture was reached the book w'as done. 
And she turned from it all night to scheme 
Of tearing it out for herself next sun, 150 

Weeks grew months, years—gleam by. gleam 
The glory dropped from youth and love. 

And both perceived they had dreamed a dream. 
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Which hovered as dreams do, still above,— 

But who can take a dream for truth 'if 
Oh, hide our ejes from the next remove 1 

One day as the lady saw her youth 
Depart, and the silver thread that streaked 
Her hair, and, worn by the serpent’s tooth, 

The brow so puckered, the chin so peaked,— 160 

And wondered who the woman was. 

So hollow*eyed and haggard-cheeked. 

Fronting her siient in the glass— 

“ Summon here/’ she suddenly said, 

“ Before the rest of my old self pass, 

“ Him, the Carver, a hand to aid, 

Who’ moulds the clay no love will change, 

And fixes a beauty never to fade. 

‘ ■ Let Robbia’s craft so apt and strange 

Arrest the remains of young and fair, 170 

And rivet them while the seasons range, 

“ Make me a face on the window there 
Waiting as ever, mute the while. 

My love to pass below in the square! 

“ And let me think that it may beguile 
Dreary days which the dead must spend 
Down in their darkness under the aisle— 

" To say,—‘ What matters at the end 1 
I did no more while my heart was warm. 

Than does that image, my pale-faced friend.* BO 
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“ Wliere is tllfe use of the lip’s red charm. 

The heaven of hair, the pride of the brow. 

And the blood that blues the inside arm— 

Unless we turii^ as the soul knows how. 

The earthly gift to an end divine ? 

A lady of clay is as good^ I trow,” 

But long ere Robbia’s cornice, fine 
With flowers and fruits which leaves enlace. 

Was set where oow is the empty shrine^— 

(With, leaning out of a bright blue space, 190 

As a ghost might from a chink of sky. 

The passionate pale lady’s face— 

Eyeing ever with earnest eye 

And quick-turned neck at its breathless stretch. 

Some one who ever passes by—) 

The Duke sighed like the simplest wretch 
In Florence, So, my dream escapes ! 

W^ill its record stay ? ” And he bade them fetch 

Some subtle fashioner of shapes— 

Can the soul, the will, die out of a man 200 

Ere his body find the grave that gapes ? 

“ John of Douay shall work my plan. 

Mould me on horseback here aloft. 

Alive—(the subtle artisan !) 

“ In the very square I cross so oft! 

That men may admire, w^hen future suns 
Shall touch the eyes to a purpose soft, 
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" White the mouth and the brow are brave in bronze— 
Admire and say, ‘ When he was alive. 

How he would take his pleasure once ! * 210 

And it shall go hard but I contrive 
To listen meanwhile and laugh in ray tomb * 

At indolence which aspires to stove*” 


So 1 while these wait the trump of doom. 

How do their spirits pass, I wonder, 

Nights and days in the narrow room ? 

' Still, I suppose, they sit and ponder 
What a gift life was, ages ago. 

Six steps out of the chapel yonder. 

Surely they see not God, I know, 220 

Nor all that chivalry of His, 

The soldier-saints who, row on row. 

Burn upward each to his point of bliss— 

Since, the end of life being manifest, 

He had cut his way thro’ the world to this. 

I hear your reproach^—“ But delay was best, 

For their end was a crime ! ”—^Oh, a crime will do 
As well, I reply, to serve for a test. 

As a virtue golden tlirough and through. 

Sufficient to vindicate itself 230 

And prove its worth at a raoment^s view*. 

Must a game be played for the sake of pelf ? 

Where a button goes, ^twere an epigram 
To offer the stamp of the very Guelph. 
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The true has no,.aiIu e beyo i^thgj hain^ 

As well the counter as coin, I submit, 

When your table’s a bat, and your prize, a dram. 

Stake your counter as boldly every whit, 

V^enture* as truly, jtae the same skill. 

Do your best, whether winning o r lo^ng^ it, S40 

If you choose to play—is my principle I 
f/|Let a man contend to the uttermost 
/II/ For his life’s set prize, be it what it will! 

The counter our lovers staked was lost 
As surely as if it were lawful coin : 

And the sin I impute to each frustrate ghost 

Was, the unlit lamp and the ungirt loin. 

Though the end in sight was a crime, I say* 

You of the virtue, (we issue join) 

How strive you ? De te^ fabida ! 
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LOVE TN A LIFE, 


i. 

Room after room, 

I hunt the house through 
We inhabit together, 

Heart, fear nothing, for, heart, thou shalt find her. 

Next time, herself!—not the trouble behind her 
Left in the curtain, the couches perfume ! 

As she brushed it, the cornice-wreath blossomed anew,— 
Yon looking-glass gleamed at the wave of her feather, 

V . J • 

Yet the day %veaq^ 

And door succeeds door ; 

I try the fresh fortune— 

Range the wide ho^ise from the wing to the centre. 

Still the same chance ! she goes out as I enter. 

Spend my whole day in the quest,—who cares t 
But ’tis twilight, you see,—with such suites to explore. 
Such closets to search, such alcoves to importune! 
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Escape me ? 

Never-“ 

Beloved ! 

While T am I, and yon are yon, 

So long as the world contains us both, 

Me the loving and yon the loth, 

While the one eludes, must the other pursue. 

My life is a fault at last, I fear— 

It seems too much like a fate, indeed I 
Though I do my best I shall scarce succeed^— 
But what if I fail of my purpose here ? 

It is but to keep the nerves at strsfHi, 

To dry one^s eyes and laugh at a fall, 

And baffled, get up to begin again,— 

So the chace takes up one’s life, that’s alt. 
While, look but once from your farthest bound, 

At me so deep in the dust and dark. 

No sooner the old hope drops to ground 

Than a new one, straight to the self-same mark, 
I shape me— 

Ever 

Removed I 


HOW IT STEIKES A CONTEMPORARY, 


I ONLY knew one poet in my life : 

And this, or something like it, was his way. ^ 

You saw go up and down Valladolid, 

A man of mark, to know next time you saw. 

His very serviceable suit of black 
Was courtly once and coilscientious still» 

And many might have worn it, though none did: 

The cloak that somewhat shone and shewed the threads 
Had purpose, and the rufi, significance. 

He walked and tapped the pavement with his cane, 10 
Scenting the world, looking it full in face, 

An old dog, bald and blindish, at his heels. 

They turned up, now, the alley by the church. 

That leads no w^hither; now, they breathed themselves 
On the main promenade just at the wrong time, 

You*d come upon his sciutmising hat. 

Making a peaked shade blacker than itself 
Against the single window spared some house 
Intact yet with its mouldered Moorish work,— 

Or else surprise the ferrel of his stick 
Trying the mortar’s temper ’tween the chinks 


W 
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Of some' new shop a-building, French and fine* 

He stood and watched the cobbler at his trade. 

The man who slices lemons into drink, 

The coffee-roasteris brazier, and the boys 
That volunteer to help him turn ita winch* 

He glanced o’er books on stalls with half an eye. 

And dy-leaf ballads on the vendor’s string. 

And broad-edge bold-print posters by the wall. 

He took such cognisance of men and things, 30 

If any beat a horse, you felt he saw; 

If any cursed a woman, he took note ; 

Yet stared at nobody,—they stared at him. 

And found, less to their pleasure than surprise. 

He seemed to know them and expec^ as much, 

*So, next time that a neighbour’s tongue was loosed, 

It marked the shameful and notorious fact. 

We had among us, not so much a spy, 

As a recording chief-inquisitor. 

The town’s true master if the town hut knew ! 40 

We merely kept a Governor for form. 

While this man walked about and took account 
Of all thought, said, and acted, then went home. 

And wrote it fully to our Lord the King 

Who has an itch to know things, He knows why, 

And reads them in His bed*room of a night* 

Oh, you might smile i there wanted not a touch, 

A tang of. . * well, it was not wholly ease 
As back into your mind the man’s look came— 

Stricken in years a little,—such a brow SO 

His eyes had to live under !—clear as flint 
On either side the formidable nose 
Curved, cut, and coloured, like an eagle’s claw* 
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Had he to do with A.’s surprising fate 2 

AVhen altogether old B. disappeared 

And young C. got his mistress,—was’t our friend, 

His letter to the King, that did it all ? 

What paid the bloodless man for so much pains t 
Our Lord the King has favourites manifold, 

And shifts his ministry some once a month ; 60 

Our city gets new Governors at whiles,— 

But never word or sign, that I could hear, 

Notified to this man about the streets 
The King’s approval of those letters conned 
The last thing duly at the dead of night. 

Did the man love his office ? frowned our Lord, 
Exhorting when none heard—Beseech me not S 
Too far above my people,—beneath Me !. 

I set the watch,—how should the people know ? 

Forget them, keep Me all the more in mind i ” 70 

Was some such underslanding ’twixt the Two 2 

I found no truth in one report at least— 

That if you tracked him to his home, down lanes 
Beyond the Jewry, and as clean to pace, 

You found he ate his supper in a room 
Blazing with lights, four Titians on the wall, 

And twenty naked girls to change his plate ! 

Poor man, he lived another kind of life 
In that new, stuccoed, third house by the bridge, 
Fresh-painted, rather smart than otherwise I 80 

The whole street might o’erlook him as he sat, 

Leg crossing leg, one foot on the dog’s back. 

Playing a decent cribbage with his maid 
(Jacynth, you’re sure her name was) o’er the cheese 
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And fruit, three red halves of starved wintcr^pears, 

Or treat of radishes in April! nine— 

Ten, struck the church clock, straight to bed went he. 

My father, like the man of sense he was. 

Would point him out to me a dozen times ; 

“ St—St,’’ he’d whisper, “ the Corregidor ! ” DQ 

I had been used to think that personage 

Was one with lacquered breeches, lustrous belt. 

And feathers like a forest in his hat, 

Who blew a trumpet and proclaimed the news, 
Announced the bull-fights, gave each church its turn. 
And memorized the miracle in vogue ! 

He had a great observance from us boys— 

I was in error; that was not the man. 

I’d like now, yet had haply been afraid. 

To have just looked, when this man came to die, 100 
And seen who lined the clean gay garret’s sides 
And stood about the neat low truckle-bed. 

With the heavenly manner of relieving guard. 

Here had been, mark, the general-!n-chief. 

Thro’ a whole campaign of the worjd’s life and death, 
Doing the King’s work all the dim day long, 

In his old coat, and up to his knees in mud, 

Smoked like a herring, dining on a crust,— 

And now the day was won, relieved at once I 
No further show or need for that old coat, HO 

You are sure, for one thing ! Bless us, all the while 
How ^iprucely we are dressed out, you and I ! 

A second, and the angels alter that. 

Well, I could never write a verse,^—could yon ? 

Let’s to the Prado and make the most of time. 


THE LAST EIDE TOGETHEE- 


U 

I SAID —Then, dearestrsince ’tia so. 

Since now at length my fate I know, 

Since nothing all my love avails, 

Since all my life seemed meant for, fails. 

Since this was written and needs must be— 
My whole heart rises up to bless 
Your name in pride and thankfulness! 

Take back the hope you gave,—1 claim 
Only a memory of the same, 

—And this beside, if you will not blame. 

Your leave for one more last ride with me. 


2 , 

My mistress bent that brow of hers. 

Those deep dark eyes where pride demurs 
When pity would be softening through. 
Fixed me a breathing” while or two 
I 2 
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With life or death in the balance—Bight! 
The blood replenished me again : 

My last thought was ut least not vain. 

I and my mistreas, side by side 
Shall be together, breathe and ride, 

So one day more am I deified. 

Who knows but the world may end to-night ? 

3 . 

Hush ! if you saw some western cloud 
All billowy-bosomed, over-bowed 
By many benedictions—sunVs 
And moon’s and evening^star's at once— 

And so, you, looking and loving best. 
Conscious grew, your passion drew 
Cloud, sunset, moonrise, star-shine too 
Down on you, near and yet more near. 

Till flesh must fade for heaven was here *— 
Thus leant she and lingered—joy and fear ! 

Thus lay she a moment on my breast. 

4. 

Then we began to ride. My soul 
Smoothed itself out, a long*crainped scroll 
Freshening and fluttering in the wind. 

Past hopes already lay behind. 

What need to strive with a life awry ? 

Had I said that, had X done this. 

So might I gain, so might I miss. 

Might she have loved me 1 just as well 
She might have hated,—who can tell ? 

W’here had I been now if the worst befell ? 

And here we arc riding, she and 1, 
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5 . 

Fail I alone, in words and deeds f 
^Vhy, all men strive and who succeeds ? 

We rode ; it seemed my spirit flew, 

Saw other regions, cities new. 

As the world rushed by on either side. 

I thought, AH labour, yet no less 
Bear up beneath their unsuccess. 

Look at the end o£ work, contrast 
The petty Done the Undone vast, 

This present of theirs with the hopeful past 1 
I hoped she would love me. Here we ride. 


6 . 

What hand and brain Tvent ever paired ? 
What heart alike conceived and dared ? 
What act proved all its thought had been r 
What will but felt the fleshly screen ? 

We ride and I see her bosom heave. 
There^s many a crown for who can reach. 
Ten lines, a statesman's life in each ! 

The flag stuck on a heap of bones, 

A soldier’s doing I what atones ? 

They scratch his name on the Abbey-stones. 
My riding is better, by their leave. 

7. 

What does it all mean, poet ? well. 

Your brain’s beat into rhythm—you tell 
VVhat we felt only ; you expressed 
You hold things beautiful the best, 
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And pace them in rhyme so, side by side. 
’Tis something, nay His much—but then, 
Have you yourself what’s best for men ? 

Are you—poor, sick, old ere your time- 
Nearer one w'^hit your own sublime 
Than we who never have turned a rhyme ? 
Sing, riding’s a joy I For me, I ride- 

8 . 

And you, great sculptor—so you gave 
A score of years to art, her slave, 

And that’s your Venus—whence we turn 
To yonder girl that fords the burn ! 

You acquiesce and shall I repine ? 

What, man of music, you, grown grey 
With notes and nothing eke to say. 

Is this your sole praise from a friend, 

“ Greatly his opera’s strains intend, 

“ But in music we know how fashions end 1 ” 
I gave my youth—but we ride, in fine* 


9 * 

Who knows what’s fit for us ? Had fato 
Proposed bliss here should sublimate 
My being ; had I signed the bond— 

Still one must lead some life beyond, 

—Have a bliss to die with, dim-descrjcd. 

This foot once planted on the goal, 

This glory-garland round my soul, 

Could I descry such ? Try and test! 

I sink back shuddering from the quest^— 

Earth being bo good, would Heaven seem best ? 
Now-, Heaven and she are beyond this ride* 
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And yet—she has not spoke so long ! 
What if Heaven be, that, fair and strong 
At life’s beat, with our eyes upturned 
Whither life’s flower is first discerned. 
We, fixed so, ever should so abide ? 
What if we still ride on, we two, 

With life for ever old yet new. 

Changed not in kind but in degree. 

The instant made eternity,— 

And Heaven just prove that I and she 
Ride, ride together, for ever ride ? 


THE PATRIOT. 
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L 

It was roses, roses, all the way, 

With myrtle mixed in my path like mad. 

The house-roofs seemed to heave and sw^ay. 

The church-spires flamed, such flags they had, 

A year ago on this very day ! 

2 , 

The air broke into a mist with hells, 

The old walls rocked with the crowds and cries. 

Had I said, “ Good folks, mere noise repels— 

But give me your sun from yonder skies I ” 

They had answered, ** And afterward, what else ? 

3 . 

Alack, it was I who leaped at the sun, 

To give it my loving friends to keep. 

Nought man could do, have I left undone 
And you sec my harvest, what I reap 

Tliis very day, now a year is run. 
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There’s nobody on the house-tops now— 

Just a palsied few at the windows set— 
For the best of the sight is, all allow. 

At the Bhainbles’ Gate—or, better yet, 

By the very iicaifold’s foot, I trow, 

5 , 

I go in the rain, and, more than needs, 

A rope cuts both my wrists behind. 

And I think, by the feel, my forehead bleeds, 
For they fling, whoever has a mind. 

Stones at me for my year's misdeeds. 


6 . 

Thus I entered Brescia, and thus 1 go I 

In such triumphs, people have dropped down dead. 
Thou, paid by the World,—what dost thou owe 
Me ? ” God might have questioned : but now instead 
'Tis God shall requite I I am safer so. 
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1 * 

Hist, but a word, fair and soft! 

Forth and be judged, Master Hugues ! 

Answer the question Tve put you so oft— 

What do you mean by your mountainous fugues 
See, we’re alone in the ioft, 

2 . 

I, the poor organist here, 

Hugues, the composer of note— 

Dead, though, and done with, this many a year— 
Let’s have a colloquy, something to quote, 

Make the world prick up its ear 1 

3 . 

See, the church empties a*pace. 

Fast they extinguish the lights— 

Hallo, there, sacristan J five minutes’ grace ! 

Here’s a crank pedal wants setting to rights, 
Baulks one of holding the base, 

4 . 

See, our huge house of the sounds 
Hushing its hundreds at once, 

Bids the last loiterer back to his bounds 
—Oh, you may challenge them, not a response 
Get the church saints on their rounds! 


MASTER nCGURS OF SAXE-GOTflA, 


123 


5 , 

(Saints go tbeir rounds, who shall doubt ? 

—March, with the moon to admire. 

Up nave, down chancel, turn transept about, 
Supervise all betwixt pavement and spire, 
Put rats and mice to the rout— 


6 - 

Aloys and Jurien and Just— 

Order things back to tbeir place, 

Have a sharp eye lest the candlesticks rust, 

Rub the church plate, darn the sacrament lace. 

Clear the desk velvet of diistj 

7' 

Kerens your book, younger folks shelve ! 

Played I not ofi-hand and runningly. 

Just now, your masterpiece, hard number twelve ? 

Here’s what should strike,—could one handle it 
Help the axe, give it a helve! [cunningly. 

8 . 

Page after page as 1 played. 

Every bar’s rest where one wipes 
Sweat from one’s brow, I looked up and surveyed 
O’er my three claviers, yon forest of pipes 
Whence you still peeped in the shade. 

9 . 

Sure you were wishful to speak, 

You, wnth brow ruled like a score. 

Yes, and eyes buried in pits on each cheek. 

Like two great breves as they wrote them of yore 
Each side that bar, your straight beak ! 
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10 . 

Sure you said—“ Good, the mere notes ! 

Still, couldst thou take my intent, 

Know what procured me our Company’s votes— 
Masters being lauded and sciolists shcnt, 

Parted the sheep from the goats 1 ” 

VL 

Well then, speak up, never flinch ! 

Quick, ere my candle's a enuf! 

—Burnt, do you see ? to its uttermost inch— 

1 believe in you, but that’s not enough* 

Give my conviction a clinch ! 

12 * 

First you deliver your phrase 
—Nothing propound, that I see, 

Fit in itself for much blame or much praise— 
Answered no less, where no answer needs be : 

Off start the Tw’o on their ways! 

13 . 

Straight must a Third interpose, 

Volunteer needlessly help— ^ 

In strikes a Fourth, a Fifth thrusts in his nose. 

So the cry’s open, the keimers a-yelp, 

Argument’s hot to the close ! 

14 * 

One diaertatcs, he is candid— 

Two must discept,—has distinguished ! 

Three helps the couple, if ever yet man did : 

Four protests, Five makes a dart at the thing wished 
Back to One, goes the case bandied ! 
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15 * 

One says his say with a difference— 

More of expounding, explaining ! 

All now is wrangle, abuse, and xoeiferance— 

Now there’s a tmee, all’s subdued, self-restraining— 
Five, though, stands out all the stiffer hence* 

10 * 

One is incisive, corrosive— 

Two retorts, nettled, curt, crepitant— 

Three makes rejoinder, expansive, explosive— 

Four overbears them all, strident and strepitant— 
Five * - * 0 Danaides, 0 Sieve 1 


17 * 

Now, they ply axes and crowbars— 

Now, they prick pins at a tissue 
Fine as a skein of the casuist Escobar’s 

Worked on the bone of a lie* To what issue ? 

Where is our gain at the Two-bars ? 

IS* 

Est fxtga, vohitur rota / 

On we drift. Where looms tire dim port ? 

One, Two, Three, Four, Five, contribute their quota— 
Something is gained, if one caught but the import— 
Show it us, Hugucs of Saxe^Gotha ! 

10 . 

What with affirming, denying, 

Holding, risposting; subjoining, 

Airs like * * , it’s like . * * for an instance Fm trying , * * 
Tlrere ! See our roof, its gilt moulding and groining 
Under those spider-webs lying I 
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So your fugue broadens and thickens* 

Greatens and deepens and lengthens. 

Till one exclaims—But where’s music, the dickens t 
Blot ye the gold, while your spider-web strengthens. 
Blacked to the stoutest of tic kens ? 

21 . 

I for man’s effort am zealous. 

Prove me such censure’s unfounded ! 

Seems it surprising a lover grows jealous— 

Hopes ’twas for something his organ-pipes sounded. 
Tiring three hoys at the beEows ? 

22 , 

Is it your moral of Life ? 

Such a simple and subtle, 

Weave we on earth here in impotent strife. 

Backward and forward each throwing his shuttle. 
Death ending all with a knife ? 

23 , 

Over our heads Truth and Nature— 

Still out life’s zigzags and dodges. 

Ins and outs weaving a new legislature— 

God’s gold just shining its last where that lodges, 
Palled beneath Man’s usurpature I 

21 , 

So we o’erahroud stars and roses. 

Cherub and trophy and garland. 

Nothings grow something which quietly closes 

Heaven’s earnest eye,—not a glimpse of the far land 
Gets through our comments and glozes. 

25 . 

Ah, but traditions, inventions, 

(Say we and make up a visage) 
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So many men with such various intentions 

Down the past ages must know mote tlian this age ! 
Leave the web all its dimensions 1 

26. 

Who thinks Hugues wrote for the deaf ? 

Proved a mere mountain in labour ? 

Better submit—try again—what's the clef ? 

'Faith, it’s no trifle for pipe and for tabor^— 

Four flats—the minor in F* 


27- 

Friend, your fugue tares the finger* 

Learning it once, who would lose it ? 

Yet all the while a misgiving will linger— 

T**uth’s golden o'er us although we refuse it— 
Nature, thro* dust-clouds we fling her I 


2S. 

Hugues ! I advise med p€^n{t 
(Counterpoint glares like a Gorgon) 

Bid One, Two, Three, Four, Five, clear the arena ! 

Say the word, straight I unstop the Full-Organ, 
Blare out the mode Fakdrina. 

20 * 

While in the roof, if Vm right there— 

. * . Lo, you, the wick in the socket! 

Hallo, you sacristan, show us a light there I 
Down it dips, gone like a rocket! 

What, you want, do you, to come unawares, 

Sweeping the church up for first morning-prayers. 
And find a poor devil at end of his cares 
At the foot of your rot ten-planked rat-riddled stairs ? 
Do I carry the moon in my pocket ? 
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No more wine ? then we’ll push back chairs and talk, 
A final glass for me, tho’ : cool, i’faith ! 

We ought to have our Abbey back, you see. 

It^s different, preaching in basilicas. 

And doing duty in some masterpiece 
Like this of brother Pugin’s, bless his heart! 

I doubt if the/re half baked, those chalk rosettes,..-,, 
^p^rs and stu^o-twiddlings every where-; 

It’s just like breathing in a Hme-kiln : eh ? 

These hot long ceremonies of our church 10 

Cost us a little—oh, they pay the price. 

You take rae—amply pay it I Now, we’ll talk* 

So, you despise me, Mr, Gigadibs. 

No deprecation,—nay, I beg you, sir! 

Beside ’tis our engagement r don’t you know, 

I promised, if you’d watch a dinner out, 

\V e d see truth dawn together ?—truth tliat peeps 
Over the glass’s edge when dinner’s done, 

And body gets its sop and bolds its noise 
And leaves soul free a little. Now’s the time— 


20 
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’Tis break of day ! You do despise me theu. 

And if I say, ‘‘ despise me/’—never fear— 

I know yon do not in a certain sense— 

Not in my arm-chair for example : here, 

1 well imagine you respect my place 
(Status, eniourage, worldly circumstance) 

Quite to its value-^very much indeed 
—Are up to the protesting eyes of you 
In pride at being seated here for once— 

You’ll turn it to such capital account t 3^ 

When somebody, through years and years to come. 
Hints of the bishop,— names me—that’s enotigh— 
Blongram ? I knew him ’’—{into it you slide) 

“ Dined with him once, a Corpus Christi Day, 

All alone, we two—he’s a clever man-— 

And after dinner,—why, the wine you know,— 

Oh, there was wine, and good 1—what ^%dth the wine . . - 
’Faith, we began upon all sorts of talk I 
He’s no bad fellow, Elougram—he had seen 
Something of mine he relished—some review— 

He’s quite above their humbug in his heart, 

Half'Said as much, indeed—the thing’s his trade 
I warrant, Elougram’s sceptical at times— 

How otherwise ? I liked him, I confess ! ” 

Che c/i’c, my dear sir, as we say at Rome, 

Don’t you protest now ! It’s fair give and take i 
You have had your turn and spoken your home-trutlis— 
The hand’s mine now, and here you follow* suit. 

Thus much conceded, still the first fact stays— 

You do despise me ; yoiir ideal of life ^ 

Is not the bishop’s—you would not be I— 

a- M. & w, ^ 
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You would like better to be Goethe, now. 

Or Buonaparte—or, blesa me, lower still, 

Count D’Orsay,^so you did what you preferred, 

Spoke as you thought, and, as you cannot help, 

Believed or disbelieved, no matter w’hat, 

So long as on tliat point, what e’er it was, 

You loosed your mind, were whole and sole yourself. 

—That, my ideal never can include. 

Upon that element of truth and worth oa 

Never be based I for say they make me Pope 
(The)" can’t—suppose it for our argument) 

A^■hy, there I’m at my tether’s end^—I’ve reached 
ily height, and not a height which pleases you, . 

An unbelieving Pope won’t do, you say. 

It’s like those eerie stories nurses tell. 

Of how" some actor played Death on a stage 

With pasteboard crown, sham orb, and tinselled dart. 

And called himself the monarch of the world. 

Then going in the tire-room afterw^ard 10 

Because the play was done, to shift himself, 

Got touched upon the sleeve familiarly 
Tlie moment he had shut the closet door 
By Death himself. Thus God might touch a Pope 
At unawares, ask what his baubles mean, 

And w’hose part he presumed to play just now ? 

Best be yourself, imperial, plain and tnie ! 

So, drawing comfortable breath again, 

You weigh and find whatever more or less 
I boast of my ideal realised 
Is nothing in the balance when opposed 
To your ideal, your grar.d simple life, 
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Of which you will not realise one jot* 

I a m mu ch, you are nothing; you would be all, 
I would be merely niudi—vou beat me there. 

No, friend, you do not beat me,—hearken why* 
pThe common problem, yours, mine, every one’s, 
I Is not to fancy what were fair in life 
Provided it could be,— but, fi nding first 
What m^ be^^then find how to mak e it fai r 
to our means—a very different thing ! 

No abstra^inteTIectual plan of life 
Quite irrespective of life’s plainest laws, 

^ But one, a man, who is man and nothing more. 
May lead within a world which (by your leave) 
Is Rome or London—not Foprs-paradiae. 
Embellish Rome, idealise awa}^, 

Make Paradise of London if you can, 

YoitVe welcome, nay, you’re wise* 




c 
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A simil^ I 

We mortals cross the ocean of this world ^ _ tOO 

Each in his average cabin of a life— , ; q : 

The best’s not big, the worst yields elbow-room. 

Now for our six months’ voyage—how prepare ? 

You come on shipboard with a landsman’s list 
Of things he calls convenient—so they are I 
An India screenjs pretty furniture, 

A piano-forte is a fine resource, 

All Balzac’s novels occupy one shelf, 

The new edition fifty volumes long ; 

And little Greek books with the funny type 
They get up well at Leipsic fill the next— 

K 2 
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Go on I slabbed marble* what a bath it makes ! 

.\iid Parma’s pride, the Jerome, let m add [ 

Twere pleasant could Correggio’s fieeting glow 
Kaijg full in face of one where’er one roams, 

Since he more than the others brings with him 
Italy’s self,—the marvellous Modenese t 
Yet ’twas not on your list before, perhaps. 

—Alas ! friend, here’s the agent . . . is’t the name ? 
Tlie captain, or whoever’s master here— 

You see him screw his face up ; what’s his cry 
Ere you set foot on shipboard ? “Bix feet square 
If you won’t understand what six feet mean, 
Compute and purchase stores accordingly— 

And if in pique because lie overhauls 
Your Jerome, piano and bath, you come on iioard 
Bare—why you cut a figure at the first 
While sympathetic landsmen see you of!; 

Not afterwards, when, long ere half seas o’er. 

You peep up from your utterly naked lioarcb 
Into Boiiie snug and well-appointed berth 
Like mine, for instance (try the cooler jug— 

Put back the other, but don’t jog the ice) 

And mortified you mutter “Well and good — 

He sits enjoying his sea-furniture— 

’Tis stout and proper, and there’s store of it. 
Though I’ve the better notion, all agree. 

Of fitting rooms up ! hang the carpenter. 

Neat ship-shape fixings and contrivances— 

I would have brought my Jerome, frame and all [ ” 
And meantime you bring nothing : never mind ~ 
You’ve proved your artist-nature : what. on don’t 
You might bring, so despise me, as T say. 
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Now conicj let’s backward to the starting place. 
See my way : we’re two college friendsj auppusc— 
Prepare together for our vo}^age, then. 

Each note and cheek the other in his work,— 
Here’s mine, a bishop’s outfft; criticise ! 

What’s wrong why won’t you be a bishop too ? 


Why, first, you don’t believe, you don’t and can’t, 150 
(Not statedly, that is, and fixedly 
■And absolutely and exclusively) 

In any revelation called divine. 

No dogmas nail your faith—and what remains 
But say so, like the honest man you are ? 

First, therefore, overhaul theology I 
Nay, I too, not a fool, you please to think. 

Must find believing every whit as hard. 

And if I do not frankly say as much. 

The ugly consequence is clear enough. 160 

Now', Tvait, my friend: w'eU, I do not believe— 

If you’ll accept no faith that"is not fixed, 

Absolute and exclusive, as you say. 

(You’re wrong—I mean to prove it in due time) 
Meanwhile, I know where difficulties lie 
I could n ot, cannot solve, nor ever shall, 

So fifive rq)JlQpe accordingly tQ.^ lve— 

(To you, and over the wine). Our dogmas then 
With both of us, tho’ in unlike degree, 

Missing full credence—overboard with them i 170 

I mean to meet you on your own premise— 

Oood, there go mine in company with yours! 
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And now whiit are wc ? unbelievers both, 

Calm and eoinplete, deterniinately fixed 
To'dar, to-morrow, and for ever, pray ? 

YouMl guarantee me that ? Not so, I think. 

In iio-wise ! all weN^e gained is, that belief, 

As unbelief before, shakes us by fits, 

Confounds us like its predceessor. Where’s 
The gain ? hovv can we guard our unbelief, 

Make it bear fruit to us ?—the problein here. 

Just when we are safest, there’s a sunset-touch, 

A fancy from a flower-bell, some one’s death, 

•( A chorus-ending from Euripides,— 

And that’s enough for fifty hopes and fears 
As old and new at once as Nature’s self, 

To rap and knock and enter in our soul, 

Take hands and dance there, a fantastic ring. 

Round the ancient idol, on his base again,— 
u The grand Perha]^ we look on helplessly,— I 

There the old misgivings, crooked questions are— 
This good God,—what he could do, if he would. 
Would, if he could—then must have done long since : 
If so, when, urhere, and how ? some vray must be,— 
Once feel about, and soon or late you hit 
Some sense, in which it might be, after all. 

Why not, The Way, the Truth, the Life V ” 


—That way 

Over the mountain, which who stands upon 
Is apt to doubt if it’s indeed a road ; 

While if he views it from the waste itself, 

Up goes the line there, plain frotn base to broxv. 

Not vague, mistakeable ! what’s a break or two 
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vSeen froin the unbroken desert either side ? 

And then (to bring in fresh philosophy) 

What if the breaks themselves should prove at last 
The most consummate of contrivances ^ 

To train a man's eye, teach him what is faith,— fc^t 
And so we stumble at truth's very test ? 

What have we gained then by our unbelief ^ 

But a life of doubt diversified hf faith, ^ 210 

For one of faith diversified by doubt. 

We called the chess-board white,—-we call it black* 


Weli,” you rejoin, “the end's no worse, at least, 
We’ve reason for both colours on the board, 

AVhj not confess, then, where I drop the faith 
And you the doubt, that Fru as right as you ? ” 

Because, friend, in the next place, this being so. 
And both things even,.—faith and unbelief 
Left to a man’s choice,—we’ll proceed a step. 
Returning to our image, which I like* 

A man’s choice, yes—but a cabin-passenger’a— 

The man made for the special life of the world— 

Do you forget him ? I remember though I 
Consult our ship’s conditions and you find 
One and but one choice suitable to all, 

The choice that you unluckily prefer 
Turning things topsy-turvy—they or it 
(loiug to the ground, Behef or unbelief 
Bears upon life, determines its whole course, 

Begins at its beginning* See the world 
Such as it is,—you made it not, nor I; 
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I mean to take it as it is.—and you 

Not so you’ll take ifc^—though you get nought eke. 

I know the special kind of life I like, 

What suits the most niy idiosyncrasy, 

Brings out the best of me and bears me fruit 
In power, peace, pleasantness, and length of days. 

[ find that positive belief does this 
For me, and unbelief, no whit of this. 

—For you, it does, however—that we’ll try 1 240 

’Tis clear, I cannot lead my life, at least 
Induce the world to let me peaeeablj^ 

Without declaring at the outset, “ Fiieiids, 

I absolutely and peremptorily 

Believe ! I say faith is my waking life. 

One sleeps, indeed, and dreams at intervals, 

We know, but waking’s the main point wjth us. 

And niy provision’s for life’s waking part. 

Accordingly, I use heart, head and hands 

All day, I build, scheme, study and make friends ; 2 ,j0 

And when night overtakes me, down I lie, 

Sleep, dream a little, and get done with it, 

The sooner the better, to begin afresh. 

What’s midnight’s doubt before the dayspring’s faith ? 
You, the philosopher, that disbelicv'e, • 

That recognise the night, give dreams their weight— 

To be consistent you should keep your bed, 

Abstain from healthy acts that prove you a man, 

For fear you drowse perhaps at unawares ! 

And certainly at night you’ll sleep and dreain, 

Ijive through the day and bustli^as you please. 

And so you live to sleep as 1 to wake. 

To unbelieve as I to still believe ? 
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Weil, anxl the comm an sense of the worhl calls ymi 
lied'tiddcn,—and its good things come to me* 

Its estimation, which is half the fight. 

That's the first cahin-comfort I secure — 

The next , , , but you perceive with half an eye 1 
Cbmc, come, it’s best believing, if we can — 

You can't but own that. 

Next, concede again— 270 

I i once we choose belief, on all accounts 
A Ve i^n't b e too decisive in our faith, 

( onclusivc and exclusive in its terin&, 

I'o suit the world which gives us the good tilings. 

In every man’s career are certain points 
Whereon he dares not be indifierent; 

The Avorld detects him clearly, if he is, 

As baffled at the game, and lasing life. 

He may care little or he may care much 

For riches, honour, pleasure, work, repose, 2S0 

Since various theories of life and life’s 

Success are extant w'hich might easih- 

Comport with cither estimate of these, 

And whoso chooses wealth or poverty. 

Labour or quiet, is not judged a fool 
Because his fellows would choose otherwise. 

We let him choose upon his own account 
So long as he’s consistent w'ith his choice. 

But certain points, left wholly to himself, 

Wlien once a man has arbitrated on, 200 

AV'e say he must succeed there or go hang. 

Thus, he should wed the woman he loves most 
Or needs most, whatsoe’er the love or need— 
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For lie c^n’t wed twioe. Then, he must avouch 
Or follow, at the least, sufficiently, 

The form of faith his conscience holds the best, 

Whate’er the process of conviction was. 

For nothing can compensate his mistake 
On such a point, the man himself being judge— 

He cannot wed twice^ nor twice lose his soul* 300 

Well now—there’s one great form of Christian faith 
1 happened to be born in—which to teach 
Was given me as I grew up, on all hands, 

As best and readiest means of living by ; 

The same on examination being proved 

The most pronounced moreover, fixed, precise 

And absolute form of faith in the whole world— 

Accordingly, most potent of all forms 

For working on the world. Observe, my friend. 

Such as you know me, I am free to say, 310 

In these hard latter days which hamper one. 

Myself, by no immoderate exercise 
Of intellect and learning, and the tact 
To let external forces work for me. 

Bid the street’s stones be bread and they are bread. 

Bid Peter’s creed, or, rather, Hildebrand’s, 

Exalt me o’er my fellows in the world 
And make my life ease and joy and pride, 

It does so,—which for me’s a great point gained. 

Who have a soul and body that exact • 320 

A comfortable care in many ways. 

There’s power in me and will to dominate 
Which 1 must exercise, they hurt me else: 

In many ways I need mankind’s respect, 
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Obedience, and the love that^s born of fear : 

While at the same time, there’s a taste 1 have, 

A toy of soul, a titil!attng thing. 

Refuses to digest these dainties crude. 

The naked life is gross till clothed upon : 

I must take what men offer, with a grace 3 

As though I would not, could I help it, take ! ^ ^ 

A uniform to wear though over-rich— 

Bomething imposed on me, no choice of mine ; / ’ 

No fancy-dress AVorn for pure fashion’s^ke 
And despicable therefore ! now men kneel / , * 

And kiss my hand—of course the Church’s hand. , . y 
Thus I am made, thus life is best for me. 

And thus that it should be I have procured ; 

And thus it could not be another way, 

I venture to imagine. 


i 


You’ll reply— 

So far my choif-c, no doubt, is a success ; 

But were I made of better elements, 

With nobler instincts, pnrer tastes, like you, 
I hardly Avould account the thing success 
Tliough it do all for me I say. 


But, friend. 

We speak of what is—not of what might be. 

And how ’twere better if ’twere otherwise, 

1 am the man you see here plain enough— 
tirant I’m a beast, why bcasfe must lead beasts’ lives 
Suppose 1 own at once to tail and claws— 

The tailless man exceeds me ; but being tailed 
ril lash out lion-fashion, and leave apes 
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To dock tlieir stump and dress their haunches up, 

Mj business is not to remake myself. 

But make the absolute best of what God made. 

Or—our first simile—though you proved me doomed 
To a viler berth still, to the steerage-hole, 

The sheep-pen or the pig-stye, I should strive 
To make what use of each were possible ; 

And as this cabin gets upliokteryj ' W) 

That hutch should nistle with sufficient straw, 

But, friend, 1 don’t acknowledge quite so fast 
I fail of all your manhood’s lofty tastes 
Enumerated so complacently, 

On the mere ground that you forsooth can find 
In this particular life I choose to lead 
No fit provision for them. Can you not 2 
Say you, my fault is I address myself 
To grosser estimators than I need, 

And that’s no way of holding up the soul— 370 

Which, nobler, needs men^s praise perhaps, yet knows 
One wise man’s verdict outweighs all the fools’,— 

Would like th^two, Vmt, forced to choose, takes that 2 

I pine among my million imbeciles 

(You think) aware some do^en men of sense 

Eye me and know me, whether I believe 

In the last winking Virgin, as I vow. 

And am a fool, or disbelieve in her 

And am a knave,—approve in neither emse. 

Withhold their voices though I look tlieir way ; ^0 * 

Like Verdi when, at his worst opera’s CTid 
(The thing they gave at Florence,—what’s its name ?) 
While the mad housefurs plaudits near out-bang 
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His orchestra of salfc4)ox, tongs and bones. 

He looks through all the roaring and the wreaths 
Where sits Rossini patient in his stnlK 

Nay, friend^ I meet you with an answer here— 

^For even your prime men who appraise their kind 
Arc men still, catch a thing within a thing, 

See more in a truth than the truth*s simple self, 390 
Confuse themselves. You see lads walk the street 
Sixty the minute ; what’s to note in that ? 

You see one lad o’erstridc a chimney-stack ; 

Him you must watch—he’s sure to fall, yet stands \ 

Our interest’s on the dangerous edge of things. 

The honest thief, the tender murderer. 

The superstitious atheist, demireps 

That love and save their souls in new French books— 

We watch while these in equilibrium keep 

The giddy line midw^ay : one step aside, 400 

They’re classed and done with. 1, then, keep the line 

Before your sages,—just the men to shrink 

From the gross \^'eights, coarse scales, and labels broad 

You offer their refinement. Fool or knave ? 

Why needs a bishop be a fool or knave 
^ When there’s a thousand diamond weights between ? 

Bo I enlist them. Your picked Twelve, you’ll find, 

Profess themselves indignant, scandalised 

At thus being held unable to explaiu 

How a superior man who disbelieves 410 

May not believe as well: that’s Scheliing’s way! 

IPs through my coming in the tail of time, 

Nicking the minute with a happy tact, 
liadj bee n born three- hundred years ago 
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They’d say, “ What’^ strange ? Blougram of coum 
believes ; ” 

And, seventy years since, “ disbelieves of course,” 

But no\\\ “ He may believe; and yet, and yet 
How can he ? ’’—All eyes turn with interest, 

WTiereas, step off the line on either side— 

You, for exaniple, clever to a fault, 420 

The rough and ready man that write apace. 

Read somewhat seldoiner, think perhaps even less— 
You disbelieve 1 Who wonders and who cares ? 

Lord So-and-So—his coat bedropt wnth wax. 

All Peter’s chains about his waist, his back 
Brave with the needlework of Noodledom, 

- Believes I Again, who wonders and who cares ? 

< But I, the mail of sense and learning too, 

;The able to think yet act, the this, the that, 

■ I, to believe at this late time of day ! 430 

/Eimugb I you I need not fear cmitempt* 

—Except it’s yours ! admire me as these may, 

^ou don’t. But wliat at least do you admire ? 

Present your own perfections, your ideal, 

\our pattern man for a minute—^oh, make haste ! 

Is it Napoleon you would have us grow ? 

C4>ncede the means ; allow his head and hand, 

(A large concession, clever as you are) 

Good \—In our common primal element 

Of unbelief {we can’t believe, you know— 440 

W e’re still at that admission, recollect) 

Where do you find—apart from, towering-o’er 

The secondary temporary aims 

Which satisfy the gross tastes you despise— 
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Where do you find his star ?—his crazy trust 
God knows through what or in what ? it’s alive 
And shines and leads him and that’s all we want* 

Have we aught in our sober night shall point 
Such ends as his were, and direct the means 
Of working out our purpose straight as his, 450 

Nor bring a moment’s trouble on success 
With after-care to justify the same ? 

—Be a Napoleon and yet disbelieve ! 

Why, the man’s nmd, friend, take his light away* 
What’s the vague good of the world for which you’d dare 
With comfort to yourself blow millions up ? 

We neither of us see it! we do see 

The blown-up millions—spatter of their brains 

And writhing of their bowels and so forth. 

In that bewildering entanglement 460 

Of horrible eventualities 

Past calculation to the end of time I 

Can I mistake for some clear word of God 

{Which were my ample warrant for it all) 

His puff of hazy instincts, idle talk, 

“ The state, that’s I,” quack-uonsensc about kings, 

And (when one beats the man to his last hold) 

The vague idea of setting things to rights. 

Policing people efficaciously. 

More to their profit, most of all to his own ; 470 

The whole to end that dismallest of ends 
By an Austrian marriage, cant to us the church. 

And resurrection of the old tcgirne. 

AVoiild I, who hope to live a dozen years. 

Fight Austerlitz for reasons such and such ? 

No : for, concede me but the merest chance 
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Doubt may be wrong—the re^s Judgnieiit, life to come ! 
With just that chance, 1 dare not, DoiiV>t proves right ? 
Tins present life is all ? you offer me 
Its dozen noisy A’cars with not a chance 4S0 

That wedding an Aroh-Uuchess, wearing lace, 

And getting called by divers new-coined names. 

Will drive off ugly thoughts and let me dine, 

Sleep, read and chat in quiet as I like I 
Therefore, I will not. 

Take another case; 

Fit up the cabin yet another wa}^ 

What say you to the poet’s ? shall we write 
Hamlets, 0thellos—make the world our own, 

Without a risk to run of either sort t 
I can’t!—to put the strongest reason first, 490 

** But try,” yon urge, the trying shall sulhee : 

The aim, if reached or not, makes great the life. 

Try to be Shakspeare, leave the rest to fate ! ” 

Spare my self-knowledge—there’s no foaling me ! 

If I prefer remaining my poor self, 

I say so not in self-dispraise but praise. 

If I’m a Shakspeare, let the well alone— 

Why should I try to be what now 1 am ? 

If I’m no Shakspeare, as too probable,— 

His power and consciousness and self-delight ^^00 

And all we want in common, shall I find— 

Trying for ever '2 while on points of taste 
Wherewith, to speak it humbly, he and 1 
Arc dowered alike—I’ll ask you, I or he. 

Which in our two lives realises most ? 

Much, he imagined—somewhat, I possess. 
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He had the imagination ; stick to that! 

Let him say In the face of my soiil’a works 

Your world is worthless and I tonch it not 

Lest I should wrong them —I withdraw my plea* 5lo 

fiut does he say so ? look upon his life I 

Himself, who only can, gives judgment there. 

He leaves his towers and gorgeous palaces 
To build the trimmest house in Stratford town ; 

Saves money^ spends it, owns the worth of things* 
Giulio Eomano’s pictures, Dowland's lute; 

Enjoys a show, respects the puppets, too. 

And none more, had he seen its entry once. 

Than Pandulph, of fair Milan cardinal.” 

Why then should I who play that personage, 620 

The very Pandulph Shakspeare’s fancy made. 

Be told that had the poet chanced to start 
From where I stand now (some degree like mine 
Being jxist the goal he ran his race to reach) 

He would have run the whole race back, forsooth. 

And left being Pandulph, to begin write plays ? 

Ah, the earth's best can be but the earth’s best! 

Did Shakspeare live, he could but sit at home 
And get himself in dreams the Vatican, 

Greek busts, Venetian paintings, Eoman walls, 6C0 
And English books, none equal to his own. 

Which I read, bound in gold, (he never did), 

—Term and Naples* bay and Gothard's top— 

Eh, friend f I could not fancy one of these— 

But, as I pour this claret, there they are^ 

Pve gained them—crossed St. Gothard last July 
With ten mules to the carriage and a bed 
Slung inside ; is my hap the worse for that ? 

D. il. W. 
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We want the same things, Shakspeare and myself, 

And what I want, I have : he, gifted more, 540 

Could fancy he too had it when he hked, 

But not so thoroughly that if fate allowed 
He would not have it also in my sense. 

We play one game. I send the ball aloft 
No less adroitly that of fifty strokes 
Scarce five go o’er the wall so wide and high 
Which sends them back to me : I wish and get. 

He struck balls higher and with better skill, 

But at a poor fence level w'ith his head, 

And hit—his Stratford house, a cx>at of arms, 550 

Successful dealings in his grain and wool,— 

While I receive heaven’s incense in my nose 
And style myself the cousin of Queen Bess. 

Ask him, if this life’s all, who wins the game ? 

Believe—and our whole argument breaks up* 
Enthusiasm’s the best thing, I repeat; 

Only, we can’t command it; fire and life 
Are all, dead matter’s nothing, we agree : 

And be it a mad dream or God’s very breath, 

The fact’s the same,—belief’s fire once in us, 5C0 

Makes of all else mere stuff to show itself* 

We penetrate our life with such a glow 
As fire lends w^ood and iron—this turns steel, 

That burns to ash—all’s one, fire proves its power 
For good or ill, since men call flare success. 

But paint a fire, it will not therefore burn. 

Light one in me, I’ll find it food enough ! 

Why, to be Luther—that’s a life to lead, 

I Incomparably better than my own. 
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He comes, reclaims God's earth for God, he says. 
Sets up God's rule again by simple means, 
Re-opens a shut book, and all is done- 
He flared out in the flaring of mankind; 



Such Luther's luck was—how shall such be mine ? 

If he succeeded, nothing's left to do : 

And if he did not altogether—well, 

Strauss is the nest advance- All Strauss should be 
I might be also. But to what result ? ^ , 

He looks upon no future : Lutbmrdid. ~ . 

What can I gain on the denying aide ? ^>80 

Ice makes no conflagration- State the facts. 

Read the text right, emancipate the world— 

The emancipated world enjoys itself 

With scarce a thank-you—Blougram told it first 

It could not owe a farthing,—not to him 

More than St- Paul t 'twould press its pay, you think ? 

Then add there's still that plaguey hundredth chance 

Strauss may be wrong- And so a risk is run— 

For what gain ? not for Luther's, who secured 
A real heaven in his heart throughout his life, 500 
Supposing death a little altered things I 


“ Ay, but since really I lack faith,” you cry^, 

“ I run the same risk really on all sides, 

In cool indifference as bold unbelief. 

^As well be Strauss as swing 'twixt Paul and him* 
It's not worth having, such imperfect faith. 

Nor more available to do faith's v^k 

Than unbelief like yours* Whole faith, or none ! ” 


Softly, my friend ! I must dispute that point- 
Once own the t^e of faith, Fll find you faith. 


GOO 
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We’re back on Christian ground. You call for faith : 

I show you doubt, to prove that faith exists. 

The more of doubt, the stronger faith, I say, 

If faith overcomes’ doubt. How I know it docs ? 

By life and man’s free will, God gave for that! 

To mould life as we choose it, shows our choice; 

That’s our one act, the pre\ioua work’s His own. 

You criticise the soil ? it reared tliis tree— 

This broad life and whatever fruit it bears ! 

What matter though I doubt at every pore, 610 

Head-doubts, heart-doubts, doubts at my fingerV ends. 
Doubts in the trivial work of every day. 

Doubts at the very bases of my soul 

In the grand moments when she probes herself— 

If finally I have a hfe to show. 

The thing I did, brought out in evidence 
Against the thing done to me underground 
By Hell and all its brood, for aught I know ? 

I say, whence sprang this ? shows it faith or doubt ? 
All’s doubt in me; where’s break of faith in this ? 620 

It is the idea, the feeling and the love 
God means mankind should^atrive for and show forth, 
Whatever be the process to that end,— 

And not historic knowledge, logic sound, 

And metaphysical aeumen, sure ! 

“ What think ye of Christ,” friend ? when all’s done and 
said, 

You like this Chrisrianity or not ? 

It may be false, buPVill you wish it true ? 

Has it your vote to be so if it can ? 

Trust you an instinct silenced long ago 
That will break silence and enjoin you love 


630 
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What mortified philosophy is hoarsCj 
And all in vain, with bidding yon despise ? 

If you desire faith—then you’ve faith enoughs 
What else ^eks God—nay, what else seek ourselves ? 
You form a notion of me, well suppose, 

On hearsay; it’s a favourable one : 

“ But still/’ (you add) ** there was no such good 
man, 

Because of contradictions in the facts- 
One proves, for instance, he was born in Rome, 640 
This Blougrana—yet throughout the tales of him 
I see he figures as an Englishman/’ 

Well, the two things are reconcilcable- 
But would I rather you discovered that. 

Subjoining—** Still, what matter though they be ? 
Blougram concerns me nought, bom here or there,” 

Pure faith indeed—you know not what you ask 1 
Naked belief in God the Omnipotent, 

Omniscient, Omnipresent, sears too much 

The sense of conscious creatures to be borne, 650 

It were the seeing him, no flesh shall dare. 

Some think. Creation’s meant to show him forth; 

I say, it’s meant to hide him all it can, 

And that’s what all the blessed Evirs for. 

Its use in time is to environ us, 

Our breath, our drop of dew, with shield enough 
Against that sight till we can bear its stress. 

Upder a vertical sun, the exposed brain 
And lidless eye and disemprisoned heart 
Less certainly would wither up at once 660 

Than mind, confronted with the truth of Ilinn 
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But time and earth case^iarden us to live ; 

The feeblest sense is trusted most ; the child 
Feels God a moment, ichors o’er the place. 

Plays on and grows to be a man like us. 

With me, faith means perpetual unbelief 
Kept quiet like the snake ’neath Michaers foot 
Who stands calm just because he feels it writhe. 

Or, if that^s too ambitious,—here^s my box— 

I need the excitation of a pinch 670 

Threatening the torpor of the inside-nose 
Nigh on the imminent sneeze that never comes. 

“ Leave it in peace ” advise the sTmple folk— 

Make it aware of peace by itching-fits, 

Say I—let doubt occasion still more faith t 

You’ll say, once all beheved, man, woman, child. 

In that dear middle*age these noodles praise. 

How you’d exult if I could put you back 
Six hundred years, blot out cosmogony, 

Geology, ethnology, what not, CSO 

{Greek endings with the little passing-bell 
That signifies some faith’s about to die) 

And set you square with Genesis again,— 

When such a traveller told you his last news. 

He saw the ark a-top of Ararat 

But did not climb there since ’twas getting dusk 

And robber-bands infest the mountain’s foot! 

How should you feel, I ask, in such an age, 

How act ? As other people felt and did ; 

With soul more blank than this decanter’s knob, 090 
Believe—and yet lie, kill, rob, fornicate 
Full in behef’s face, like the beast you’d be ! 
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No, when the fight begins within himself, 

A man’s worth something. God stoops o’er his head, 
Satan looks up between his feet—both tug— 

He’s left, himself, in the middle : the soul wakes 
AnJ grows. Prolong that battle through his life i 
Never leave growing till the'Tife to come ! 

Here, woVe got callous to the Virgin’s winks 

That used to puzzle people wholesomely— 700 

Men have outgrown the shame of being fools. 

What are the laws of Nature, not to bend 
If the Church bid them, brother Newman asks. 

Up with the Immaculate Conception, then— 

On to the rack with faith—is my advice ! 

Will not that hurry us upon our knees 
Knocking our breasts, “ It can’t be—yet it shall! 

Who am I, the worm, to argue with my Pope ? 

Low things confound the high things I " and so forth. 
That’s better than acquitting God with grace 710 

As some folks do. He’s tried—no case is proved. 
Philosophy is lenient—He may go 1 

You’ll say—the old system’s not so obsolete 
But men believe still: ay, but who and where ? 

King Bomba’s lazzaroni foster yet 
The sacred flame, so Antonelli writes ; 

But even of these, what raganiufl^-saint 
Believes God watches him continually, 

As he believes in fire that it will burn, 

Or rain that it will drench him ? Break fire’s law, 720 
Sin against rain, although the penalty 
Be just a singe or soaking ? No, he smiles * 

Those laws are laws that can enforce themselves. 
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The sum of all is—yea, my doubt is great. 

My faith's the greater—then my faith's enough. 
s/I have read much, thought much, experienced much, 
Yet would die rather than avow my fear 
The Naples’ liquefaction may be false. 

When set to happen by the palace-clock 

According to the clouds or dinner-time. 730 

I hear you recommend, I might at least 

Eliminate, decrassify my faith 

Since I adopt it; keeping what I must 

And leaving what I can^—such points as this! 

I woii’t~that is, I can’t throw one away. 

Supposing there’s no truth in what I said 
About the need of trials to man’s faith. 

Still, when you bid me purify the same, 

To such a process I discern no end. 

Clearing ofi one excrescence to see two ; 740 

There’s ever a next in size, now grown as big, 

That meets the knife —cut and cu t again ! 

First cut the Liquefaction, what comes l ast 
But Fichte’s clever cut at God himself,? 
l^jjgriinentalize on sacred things ? 

I trust nor hand nor eye nor heart nor brain 
To stop betimea-; they all get clmnk alike, 
first step, I am master not to take. 

You’d find the cutting-process to your taste 
As much as leaving growths of lies unpruned, 750 

Nor see more danger in it, you retort. 

Your taste's worth mine ; but my taste proves more wise 
When we consider that the steadfast hold 
On the extreme end of the chain of faith 
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Gives all the advantage, makes the difference, ^ 
With the rough purblind mass we seek to rule* 

We are their lords, or they arc free ot us 
Just as we tighten or relax that hold. 

So, other matters equal, we’ll revert 

To the first problem—which if solved my way 7C0 

And thrown into the balance turns the scale— 

How we may lead a comfortable life. 

How suit our luggage to the cabin’s size. 


\ Of course you are remarking aD this time 
\ How narrowly and grossly I view life, 

Respect the creature-comforts, care to riile 
The masses, and regard complacently 
The cabin,” in our old phrase 1 Well, I do. 

I act for, talk for, hve for this world now, 

As this world calls for action, life and talk— 

No prejudice to what next world may prove. 
Whose new laws and requirements my best pledge 
To observe then, is that I observe these now. 
Doing hereafter what I do meanwhile, 

Let US concede {gratuitously though) 

Next life rebeves the soul of body, yields 
Pure spiritual enjoyments: well, my friend, 

Why lose this life in the meantime, since its use 
May be to make the next life 'more intense ? 


770 


Do you know, I have often had a dream 7S0 

(Work it np in your next mouth’s article) 

Of man’s poor spirit in its progress still 
Losing true life for ever and a day 
Through over trying to be and ever being 
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In the evolution of successive spheres. 

Before its actual sphere and place of life. 

Halfway into the next, which having reached, 

It shoots with corresponding foolery 
Halfway into the next still, on and of! ! 

As when a traveller, bound from north to south, 790 
Scouts fur in Russia—what’s its use in France ? 

In France spurns flannel—where’s its need in Spain V 
In Spain drops cloth—too cumbrous for Algiers I 
Linen goes next, and last the skin itself, 

A superfluity at Timbuctoo, 

When, through his journey, was the f ool at ease ? 

I’m at ease now, jfriend—worldly in this world 

I take and like its way of life ; I think 

My brothers w^ho administer the means 

Live better for my comfort—-that’s good too j 800 

And God, if he pronounce upon it all. 

Approves my service, which is better stilh 
If He keep silence,—^why for you or me 
Or that brute-beast pulled-up in to-day’s “ Times,” 
What odds is’t, save to ourselves, what life we lead ? 

You meet me at this issue—you declare. 

All special-pleading done with, truth is truth, 

And justifies itself by undreamed ways. 

You don’t fear but it’s better, if we doubt, 

To say so, acting up to our truth perceived 810 

However feebly. Do then,—act away ! 

’Tis there I’m on the watch for you ! How one acts 
Is, both of us agree, our chief concern : 

And how you’ll act is what I faiu would see 
If, like the candid person you appear. 
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You dare to make tlie most of yout life’s scheme 

As I of mine, live up to its full law 

Since there’s no higher law that counterchecks. 

Put natural religion to the test 

You’ve just demolished the revealed with—quicks 820 
Down to the root of all that checks your will, 

All prohibition to lie, kill, and thieve 
Or even to be an atheistic priest! 

Suppose a pricking to incontinence— 

Philosophers deduce you chastity 
Or shame, from just the fact that at the first 
Whoso embraced a woman in the plain, 

Threw club down, and forewent his brains beside. 

So stood a ready victim in the reach 
Of any brother-savage club in hand— 830 

Hence saw the use of going out of sight 
In wnod or cave to prosecute his loves— 

I read this in a French book t’other day. 

Does law so analyzed coerce yoii much ? 

Oh, men spin clouds of fuzz \vhere matters end. 

But you who reach w^here the first thread begins, 

You’ll soon cut that!—wluch means you can, but 
won’t 

Through certain instincts, blind, unreasoned-out, 

You dare not set aside, you can’t tell why. 

But there they are, and so you let them rule, 840 

Then, friend, you seem as much a slave as I, 

A liar, conscious coward and hypocrite. 

Without the good the slave expects to get. 

Suppose he has a master after all! 

You oAvn your instincts—-why what else do I, 

Who want, am made for, and must have a God 
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Ere I can be aught, do aught ?—no mere name 
Wantj but the true thing with what proves its truths 
To wit, a relation from that thing to me, 

Touching from head to foot—which touch I feci, 850 
And mth it take the rest, this life of ours ! 

I live my life here ; yours you dare not live, 

Not as I state it, who (you please subjoin) 

Disfigure such a life and call it names, 

While, in your mind, remains another way 

For simple men : knowledge and power have rights, 

But ignorance and weakness have rights too. 

There needs no crucial effort to find truth 
If here or there or anywhere about— 

We ought to turn each side, try hard and see, SGO 
And if we can’t, be glad we’ve earned at least 
The right, by one laboriouB proof the more. 

To graze in peace earth’s pleasant pasturage. 

Men arc not gods, but, properly, are brutes. 

Something we may see, all we cannot see— 

What need of lying ? I say, I see all. 

And sw^r to each detail the most minute 
In what I think a man’s face—you, mere cloud : 

I swear I hear him speak and see him wink, 

For fear, if once I drop tlie emphasis, ®70 

Mankind may doubt if there’s a cloud at alL 
You take the simpler life—^ready to see. 

Willing to see—for no cloud’s worth a face^— 

And lea^dng quiet what no strength can move. 

And which, who bids you move ? who has the right ? 

I bid you; but you arc God’s sheep, not mine*^— 

Pasicyt e^i lui DominusP You find 
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In these the pleasant pastures of this life 
Much you may eat without the least ofience, 

Much you don’t eat because your maw objects, 880 
Much you would eat but that your fellow-flock 
Open great eyes at you and even butt, 

And thereupon you like your friends so much 
You cannot please yourself, offending them— 

Though when they seem exorbitantly sheep, 

You weigh your pleasure with their butts and kicks 
And strike the balance. Sometimes certain fears 
Restrain you—real checks since you find them so— 
Soinctimea you please yourself and nothing checks ; 

And thus you graze through life with not one lie, 800 
And like it best* 

But do you, in truth’s name ? 

If so, you beat— which means—-you are not I— 

Who needs must make earth mine and feed my fill 
Not simply unbutted at, unbickeretf with. 

But motioned to the velvet of the sward 
By those obsequious wethers’ very selves. 

Look at me, sir; my age is double yours. 

At yours, I knew beforehand, so enjoyed, 

What now I should be—^as, permit the w'ord, 

I pretty ifell imagine your w^hole range OOO 

And stretch of tether twenty years to come. 

We both have minds and bodies much alike. 

In truth’s name, don’t you want my bishopric. 

My daily bread, mj influence and my state ? 

You’re young, Fm old, you must be old one day; 

Will you find then, as I do hour by hour. 

Women their lovers kneel to, that cut curls 
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From youi fat lap*dog*s ears to grace a brooch— 

Dukes, that petition just to kiss youi ring— 

With much beside you know or may conceive ? 010 

Suppose we die to-night: well, here am I, 

Such were my gains, life bore this fruit to me. 

While writing all the same my articles 
On music, poetry, the fictile vase 
Found at Albano, or Anacreon’s Greek, 

But you—the highest honour in your life, 

The tiling you’ll crown yourself with, all your days, 

Is—dining here and drinking this last glass 
I pour you out in sign of amity 

Before we part for ever* Of your power 920 

And social influence, worldly worth in short, 

Judge what’s my estimation by the fact— 

I do not condescend to enjoin, beseech, 

Hint secreay on one of all these words ! 

You’re shrewd and know that should you publish it 
The world would brand the lie—my enemies first, 

** Who’d sneer—the bishop’s an aroli*hypocritej 
And knave perhaps, but not so frank a fool*” 

Whereas I should not dare for both my ears 
Breathe one such syUable, smile one such smile, 030 
Before my chaplain who reflects myself— 

My shade’s so much more potent than your flesh* 
What’s your reward, self-abnegating friend ? 

Stood you confessed of those exceptional 
And privileged great natures that dwarf mine— 

A zealot with a mad ideal in reach, 

A poet Just about to print his ode, 

A statesman with a scheme to stop this war. 

An artist whose religion is his art. 
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I should have nothing to object I such men 940 

Carry the hre, all things grow warm to them, 

Their drugget’s worth my purple, they beat me. 

But you,—you’re just as Uttle those as I— 

You, Gigadibs, who, thirty years of age, , ^ 

Write statedly for Blackwood’s Magadne, ^ 

Believe you see two points in Hamlet’s soul V' 
Unseized by the Germans yet—which view youT print^— 
Meantime the best you have to show beiug still 
That lively lightsome article we took 
Almost for the true Dickens,—what’s the name ? 

“ The Slum and Cellar—or Whitechapel life 
Limned after dark i ” it made me laugh, I know, 

And pleased a month and brought you in ten pounds. - 
—Success I recognise and compliment, 

And therefore give you, if you please, three words 
(The card and pencil-scratch is quite enough) 

Which whether here, in Dublin, or New York, 

Will get you, prompt as at my eyebrow’s wink. 

Such terms as never you aspired to get 
In all our own reviews and some not ours. 960 

Go write your lively sketches—be the first 
“ Blougram, or The Eccentric Confidence ”— 

Or better simply say, The Outward*bound/’ 

Why, men as soon would throw it in my teeth 
As copy and quote the infamy chalked hroad 
About me on the church-door opposite. 

You will not wait for that experience though, 

I fancy, howsoever you decide, 

To discontinue—not detesting, not 

Defaming, but at least^—despising me I 970 
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Ovet his wine so smiled and talked his hour 
Sylvester Blougram^ styled in jiartibm 
Epi^puSj nec fwjn—(the deuce knows what 
It’s changed to by our novel hierarchy) ^ 

With Gigadibs the literary man, 

Who played with spoons, explored his plate’s design 
And ranged the olive stones about its edge. 

While the great bishop rolled him out his mind. 

For Blougram, he believed, say, half he spoke. 

The other portion, as he shaped it thus OSO 

For argumentatory purposes, 

He felt bis foe was foolish to dispute. 

Some arbitrary accidental thoughts 

That crossed his mind, amusing because new. 

He chose to represent as fixtures there. 

Invariable convictions (such they seemed 

Beside his interlocutor’s loose cards 

Flung daily down, and not the same way twice) 

WTiile certain hell-deep instincts, man’s weak tongue 
Is never bold to utter in their truth OGO 

Because styled hell-deep (’tis an old mistake 
To place hell at the bottom of the earth) 

He ignored these,—not having in readiness 
Their nomenclature and philosophy : 

He said true things, but called them by wrong names- 
“ On the whole,’* he thought, ** I justify myself 
On every point where cavillers like this 
Oppugn my life ; he tries one kind of fence— 

I close—he’s worsted, that’s enough for him ; 

He’s on the ground ! if the ground should break away 
I take my stand on, there’s a firmer yet 1001 
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Beneath it, both ot m may sink and reach- 
His ground was over mine and broke the first. 

So let him sit with me this many a year I ** 

He did not sit five minutes. Just a week 
Sufficed his sudden healthy vehemence. 

(Something had struck him in the “ Outward-bound ** 
Another way than Blougram^s purpose was) 

And having bought, not cabin-furniture 

But settler’s-impleraents (enough for three) 1010 

And started for Australia—there, I hope. 

By this time he has tested his first plough. 

And studied his last chapter of St. John. 




B. H. k W. 
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MEMORABILIA. 


1 . 

Ah, did you once see Shelley plain. 
And did he atop and apeak to you ? 
And did you speak to him again ? 
How strange it seems, and new ! 


2 . 

But you were living before that, 
And you are living after, 

And the memory I started at>~- 
My starting moves your laughter I 


* S. 

I crossed a n>oor with a name of its own 
And a use in the world no doubt. 

Yet a hand^s-breadth of it shines alone 
’Mid the blank miles round about— ■ 


4. 

For there I picked up on the heather 
And there I put inside my breast 
A moulted feather, an eagle-feather— 
Well, I forget the rest* 
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MEN AND WOMEN. 


ANDJtE.\ DEL SAATO. 

(CALUeO “ THE FAULTLESS fAINTBO.”) 


But do not let us quarrel any more* 

Noj my Lucre^ia; bear with me for once : 

Sit down and all shall happen as you wish. 

You turn your facOj but does it bring your heart ? 
ril work then for your friend's friend, never fear. 
Treat his own subject after his own way. 

Fix his own time, accept too his own price. 

And shut the money into this small hand 
When next it takes mine. Will it ? tenderly T 
Oh, I'll content him,—but to-morrow, Love I 
I often am much wearier than you think, 

This evening more than usual, and it seems 
As if—forgive now—should you let me sit 
Here by the window with your hand in mine 
And look a half hour forth on Fiesole, 
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ANBKEA DEL 3ABTO. 


Both of one mind, as married people use, 

Quietly, quietly, the evening through, 

I might get up to*morrow to my work 
Cheerful and fresh as ever. Let us try. 

To-morrow how you shall be glad for this ! 20 

Your soft hand is a woman of itself, 

And mine the man^s bared breast she curls inside. 

Don’t count the time lost, either; you must serve 
For each of the five pictures we require— 

It saves a model. So I keep looking so— 

My serpentining beauty, rounds on rounds ! 

—How could you ever prick those perfect ears, 

Even to put the pearl there ! oh, so sweet— 

My face, my moon, my everybody’s moon. 

Which everybody looks on and calk his, 30 

And, I suppose, is looked on by in turn. 

While she looks—no one’s : very dear, no less! 

You smile ? why, there’s my picture ready made. 
There’s what we painters*call our harmony! 

A common greyness silvers everything,— 

All in a twilight, you and 1 alike 
—You, at the point of your first pride in me 
(That’s gone you know),—but I, at every point ; 

My youth, my hope, my art, being all toued down 
To yonder sober pleasant Fiesole. 

There’s the bell clinking from the chapel-top; 

That length of convent-wall across the way 
Holds the trees safer, huddled more inside ; 

The last monk leaves the garden ; days decrease 
And autumn grows, autumn in everything. 

Eh ? the whole seems to fall into a shape 
As if I saw alike my work and self 
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And all that 1 was bom to be and do, 

A Twilight-piece* Love, we are in God’s hand* 

How strange now, looks the life he makes us lead ! 50 

So free we seem, so fettered fast we are: 

I feel he laid the fetter : let it lie ! 

This chamber for example—turn your head— 

All that’s behind us I you don’t understand 
Nor care to understand about my art. 

But you can hear at least when people apeak ; 

And that cartoon, the second from the door 
—^It is the thing, Love ! so such things should be— 
Behold Madonna, I am bold to say* 

X can do with my pencil what I know, CO 

AVhat I see, what at bottom of my heart 
I wish for, if I ever wish so deep— 

Do easily, too—when I say perfectly 
I do not boast, perhaps : yourself are judge 
Who listened to tlie Legate’s talk last week. 

And just as much they used to say in France* 

At any rate ’tis easy, all of it. 

No sketches first, no studies, that’s long past— 

I do w'hat many dream of all their lives 
—Dream ? strive to do, and agonise to do, 70 

And fail in doing. I could count twenty such 
On twice your fingers, and not leave this town, 

Who strive—you don’t know how the others strive 
To paint a little thing like that you smeared 
Carelessly passing with your robes afloat. 

Yet do juuch less, so much less, some one says, 

(I know his name, no matter) so much less! 

Well, less is more, Lucrezia I I am judged. 

There burns a truer light of God in them. 


i70 
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In their vexed, beating, stuffed and stopped-up brain, SG 
Heart, or whatever else, than goes on to prompt 
This low-pulsed forthright craftsman’s hand of mine. 
Their works drop groundward, but themselves, I know, 
Reach many a time a heaven that’s shut to me, 

Enter and take their place there sure enough, 

Though they come back and cannot tell the world* 

My works are nearer heaven, but I sit here* 

The sudden blood of these men 1 at a word— 

Praise them, it boils, or blame them, it boils tcjo, 

I, painting from myself and to myself, 90 

Know what I do, am unmoved by men’s blame 
Or their praise either* Somebody remarks 
Morello’s outline there is wrongly traced. 

His hue mistaken—what of that ? or else. 

Rightly traced and well ordered—what of that ? 

Ah, but a man’s reach should exceed his grasp, 

Or what’s a Heaven for ? all is silver-grey 
Placid and perfect with my art—the worse ! 

I know both what I want and what might gain— 

And yet how profitless to know, to sigh 100 

“ Had I been two, another and myself. 

Our head would have o’erlooked the world I ” No doubt* 
Yonder’s a work, now, of that famous youth 
The Urbinate who died five years ago* 

(’Tis copied, George Vasari sent it me}. 

Well, I can fancy how he did it all. 

Pouring his soul, with kings and popes to sec. 

Reaching, that Heaven might so replenish him. 

Above and through bis art—for it gives way ; 

That arm is wrongly put—and there again— HO 

A fault to pardon in the drawing’s hues. 
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Its body, so to speak i its soul is right, 

He means right—that, a child may understand. 

Still, what an arm ! and I could alter it. 

But all the play, the insight and the stretch— 

Out of me ! out of me ! And wherefore out ? 

Had you enjoined them on me, given me soul, 

We might have risen to Bafacl, I and you* 

Nay, Love, you did give all I asked, I think— 

More than I merit, yes, by many times* I 20 

But had you—oh, with the same perfect brow. 

And perfect eyes, and more than perfect mouth. 

And the low voice my soul hears, as a bird 
The fowler’s pipe, and follows to the snare— 

Had you, with these the same, but brought a mind! 
Some women do so* Had the mouth there urged 
“ God and the glory ! nevo! cate for gain. 

The present by the futnre, what is that ? 

Live for fame, side by side with Angelo— 

Rafael is waiting* Up to God all three I ” 130 

I might have done it for you. So it seems— 

Perhaps not* All is as God over-rules. 

Beside, incentives come from the sours self : 

The rest avail not. Why do I need you ? 

What wife had Rafael, or has Angelo ? 

In this world, who can do a thing, will not^— 

And who would do it, cannot, I perceive: 

Yet the will’s somewhat—somewhat, too, the power— 
And thus we half-men struggle. At the end, 

God, I conclude, compensates, punishes. 140 

’Tis safer for me, if the award be strict, 

That I am something underrated here. 

Poor this long while, despised, to speak the truth. 
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I dared not, do you know, leave home all day. 

For fear of chancing on the Paris lords* 

The best is when they pass and look aside ; 

But they speak sometimes ; I must bear it alL 
Well may they speak ! That Francis, that first time, 
And that long festal year at Fontainebleau ! 

I surely then could sometimes leave the ground, 150 
Put on the glory, Rafael’s daily wear. 

In that humane great monarch’s golden look,— 

One finger in his beard or twisted curl 

Over his mouth’s good mark that made the smile. 

One arm about my shoulder, round my neck, 

The jingle of his gold chain in my ear. 

You painting proudly with his breath on me, 

All his court round him, seeing with his eyes, 

Such frank French eyes, and such a fire of souls 
Profuse, my hand kept plying by those hearts,— IGO 

And, best of all, this, this, this face beyond. 

This in the back-ground, waiting on my w^ork. 

To crown the issue with a last reward 1 
A good time, was it not, my kingly days ? 

And had you not grown restless—but I know— 

’Tis done and past; ’twas right, my instinct said ; 

Too live the life grew, golden and not grey—* 

And I’m the weak-eyed bat no sun should tempt 
Out of the grange whose four waUa make his world. 
How could it eud in any other way ? 170 

You called me, and I came home to your heart. 

The triumph was to have ended there—then if 
I reached it ere the triumph, what is lost ? 

Let my hands frame your face in your hair’s gold, 

You beautiful Lucrezia that are mine ! 
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“ Rafael did this, Andrea painted that— 

The Roman's is the better when you pray. 

But still the other’s Virgin was his wife—** 

Men will excuse me. I am glad to judge 

Both pictures in your presence; clearer grows iSO 

My better fortune, I resolve to think. 

For, do you know, Lucreda, as God lives, 

Said one day Angelo, his very self, 

To Rafael, . . I have known it all these years * • . 
(AVhen the young man was flaming out his thoughts 
Upon a palace-wall for Rome to see. 

Too lifted up in heart because of it) 

“ Friend, there’s a certain sorry little scrub 
Goes up and dow'n our Florence, none cares how. 

Who, were he set to plan and execute 1£>0 

As you are pricked on by your popes and kings. 

Would bring the sweat into that brow of yours ! ’’ 

To Rafaers !—And indeed the arm is wrong, 

I hardly dare—^yet, only you to see. 

Give the chalk here—quick, thus the line should go \ 
Ay, but the soul 1 he’s Rafael! nib it out! 

Still, all I care for, if he spoke the truth, 

(What he ? why, who but Michael Angelo ? 

Do you forget already words like those ?) 

If really there was such a chance, so lost, 20o 

Is, whether you’re—not grateful—hut more pleased. 
Well, let me think so. And you smile indeed ! 

This hour has been an hour ! Another smile ? 

If you would sit thus by me every night 
I should work better, do you comprehend ? 

1 mean that I should earn more, give you more. 

See, it is settled dusk now; there’s a star; 


174 


A^REA DEL SARTO, 


Morello’s gone, the watch-lights shew the wall. 

The cue-owls speak the name we call them by. 

Come from the mndow. Love,—come in, at last, 210 
Inside the melancholy little house 
We built to be so gay with, God is just. 

King Francis may forgive me. Oft at nights 
When I look up from pamting, eyes tired out. 

The walls become illumined, brick from brick 
Distinct^ instead of mortar fierce bright gold, 

That gold of his I did cement them with I 
Let us but love each other. Must you go t 
That Cousin here again ? he waits outside ? 

Must see you—you, and not with me ? Those loans.? 220 
More gaming debts to pay ? you smiled for that ? 

Well, let smiles buy me ! have you more to spend ? 
While hand and eye and something of a heart 
Are left me, work’s my ware, and what’s it worth 7 
I’ll pay my fancy. Only let me sit 
The grey remainder of the evening out. 

Idle, you call it, and muse perfectly 

How I could paint were I but back in France, 

One picture, just one more—the Virgin’s face^ 

Not your’s this time j I want you at ray side 230 

To hear them—that is, Michael Angelo— 

Judge all I do and tell you of its worth. 

Will you ? To-morrow, satisfy your friend, 

I take the subjects for his corridor, 

Finish the portrait out of hand—there, there, 

And throw him in another thing or two 
If he demurs j the whole should prove enough 
To pay for this same Cbusin’s freak. Beside, 

What’s better and what’s all I care about, 
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Get you the thirteen scudi for the ruff* 240 

Love, does that please you ? Ah, but what does he, 
The Cousin J what does he to please you more 2 

I am grown peaceful as old age to-night. 

I regret little, I would change still less. 

Since there my past life lies, why alter it 2 
The very wrong to Francis ! it is true 
I took his coin, was tempted and complied. 

And built this house and sinned, and all is said. 

My father and my mother died of want* 

Well, had I riches of my own ? you see 250 

How^ one gets rich ! Let each one bear his lot. 

They were born poor, lived poor, and poor they died: 
And I have laboured somewhat in my time 
And not been paid profusely. Some good son 
Paint my two hundred pictures—let him try ! 

No doubt, there’s something strikes a balance. Yes, 
You loved me quite enough, it seems to-night. 

This must suffice me here. What would one have ? 

In heaven, perhaps, new chances, one more chance— 
Four great walls in the New Jerusalem SCO 

Meted on each side by the angel’s reed, 

For Leonard, Rafael, Angelo and me 
To cover—the three first without a wife. 

While I have mine I So—still they overcome 
Because there’s still Lucreria,—as I choose. 

Again the Cousin’s whistle ! Go, my Love. 


BEFORE* 


1 * 

Let them fight it out, friend ! things have gone too far. 
God must judge the couple ! leave them as they are 
—Whichever one’s the guiltless, to his glory, 

And whichever one the guilt’s with, to my story. 


2 . 

Why, you would not bid men, sunk in such a slough, 
Strike no arm out further, stick and stink as now, 
Leaving right and wrong to settle the embroilment, 
Heaven with snaky Hell, in torture and entoilment ? 

3 . 

Which of them’s the culprit, how must he conceive 
God’s the queen he caps to, laughing in his sleeve ( 
’Tie but decent to profess'oneself beneath her* 

Still, one must not be too much in earnest either* 

4. 

Better sin the whole sin, sure that God observes, 
Then go live his life out I life will try his nerves, 
When the sky which noticed all, makes no diselosure, 
And the earth keeps up her terrible composure* 


BEFORE. 
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5 . 

Let him pace at pleasure, past the walls of rose, 

Pluck their fniits when grape^rees graze him as he goes. 
For he ’gins to guess the purpose of the garden, 

With the sly mute thing beside there for a warden. 

' 1 . 

What’s the leopard-dog-tliing, constant to his side, 

A leer and lie in every eye on its obsequious hide ? 
When will come an end of all the mock obeisance. 

And the price appear that pays for the misfeasance ? 

7. 

So much for the culprit. Who’s the martjTed man ? 
Let him bear one stroke more, for be sure he can. 

He that strove thus evil’s lump with good to leaven, 

Let him give his blood at last and get his heaven. 

All or nothing, stake it! trusts he God or no ? 

Thus far and no farther ? farther ? be it so. 

Now, enough of your chicane of prudent pauses, 

Sage provisos, sub-intents, and saving-clauses, 

9. 

Ah," forgive ” you bid him 7 While God’s champion lives. 
Wrong shall be resisted : dead, why he foi^ves. 

But you must not end my friend ere you begin him ‘ 
Evil stands not crowned on earth, while breath is in him. 


10 . 

Once more—Will the wronger, at this last of all, 

Dare to say I did wrong,” rising in his fall ? 

No T —Let go, then—both the fighters to their places— 
While I count three, step you back as many paces, 

D. K. k W. N 
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Take the cloak from his face, and at first 
Let the corpse do its worst. 

How he lies in his rights of a man I 
Death has done all death can. 

And absorbed in the new life he leads. 

He recks not, he heeds 

Nor his wrong nor my vengeance—^both strike 
On his senses alike. 

And are lost in the solemn and strange 
Surprise of the change. 

Ha, what avails death to erase 
His offence, my disgrace 't 

I would we were boys as of old 
In the field, by the fold— 

His outrage, God*s patience, inan^s scorn 
Were so easily borne* 

I stand here now, he lies in his place— 

Cover the face. 



IN THREE DAYS, 


1 . 

So, I shall see her in three days 
And just one night, but nights are short. 
Then two long hours, and that is morn. 
See how I come, unchanged, uixwoni'— 
Feel, where my life broke off from thine, 
How fresh the splinters keep and fine,— 
Only a touch and we combine ! 


2 . 

Too long, this time of year, the days! 

But nights—at least the nights are short. 
Ab night shows where her one moon is, 

A hand’s*breadth of pure light and bliss. 
So, life’s night gives my lady birth 
And my eyes hold her ! what is worth 
The rest of heaven, the rest of earth ? 

3. 

O loaded curls, release your store 
Of warmth and scent as once before 

N 2 
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The tingling hair did, lights and darks 
Out-breaking into fairy sparks 
When under curl and curl I pried 
After the warmth and scent inside 
Thro’ lights and darks how manifold — 

The dark inspired, the light controlled 1 
As early Art embrowned the gold. 

4, 

What great fear~should one say, Tliree days 
That change the world, might change as well 
Your fortune ; and if joy delays, 

Be happy that no worse befell/^ 

What small fear—if another says, 

“ Three days and one short night beside 
May throw no shadow on your ways ; 

But years must teem with change untried, 
With chance not easily defied, 

With an end somewhere undescried.’* 

No fear !—or if a fear be born 
This minute, it dies out in scorn. 

Fear 1 I shall see her in three days * 

And one night, now the nights are short. 

Then just two hours, and that is morn. 


IN A YEAR. 


1 * 

Neveb any mure 
While I live, 

Need I hope to see his face 
As before. 

Once his love grown chill. 

Mine may strive— 

Bitterly we re-embrace. 

Single still. 

2 , 

Was it something said, 

Something done, 

Vexed him ? was it touch of hand, 
Turn of head ? 

Strange ! that very way 
Love begun. 

1 as little understand 
Love’s decay. 

When I sewed or drew* 

1 recall 
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How he looked as if I sang* 

—Sweetly too* 

If I spoke a word. 

First of all 

Up his cheek the color sprang, 
Then he heard* 


4. 

Sitting hy my side, 

At my feet, 

So he breathed the air I breathed, 
Satisfied ! 

I, too, at lovers brim 
Touched the sweet: 

I would die if death bequeathed 
Sweet to him. 


“ Speak, I love thee best! ’’ 

He exclaimed. 

“ Let thy love my own foretell,— ” 
I confessed: 

“ Clasp my heart on thine 
Now unblamed, 

Since upon tby soul as well 
Hangeth mine ! ” 


6 * 

Was it wrong to own, 

Being truth ? 

Why should all the giving prove 
His alone ? 
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I hud wealth and ease» 

Beauty, youth— 

Since my lover gave me love, 

1 gave these. 

7 . 

That was aU I meant, 

—To be just, 

And the passion 1 had raised 
To content. 

Since he chose to change 
Gold for dust, 

If I gave him what he praised 
Was it strange ? 

8 . 

Would he loved me yet. 

On and on, 

While I found some way undreamed 
—Paid my debt! 

Gave more life and more, 

Till, all gone. 

He should smile ** She never seemed 
Mine before. 

0 . 

“ What—she felt the while, 

Must I think ? 

Love's so different with us men,” 

He should smile. 

“ Dying tor my sake—. 

White and pink I 

Can’t we touch these bubbles then 
But they break t 
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10 . 

Dear, the pang is brief. 

Do thy part, 

Have thy pleasure. How perple^t 
Grows belief I 
Well, this cold clay clod 
Was man’s heart. 

Crumble it—and what comes next t 
Is it God ? 






OLD PICTURES IN PLORENCE. 


L 

Thr morn when first it thunders in March, 

The eel in the pond gives a leap, they say. 

As I leaned and looked over the alocd^arch 
Of the villa-gate, this warm March day. 

No flash snapt, no dumb thunder rolled 

In the valley beneath, where, white and wide, 
Washed by the morning’s water-gold, 

Florence lay out on the mountain-side* 

2 , 

River and bridge and street and square 
Lay mine, as much at my beck and call, 
Through the live translucent bath of air. 

As the sights in a magic cr 5 ^tal ball. 

And of all I saw and of all I praised, 

The most to praise and the best to see, 

Was the startling bell-tower Giotto raised : 

But why did it more than startle me I 

3 . 

Giotto, how, with that soul of yours, 

Could you play me false who loved you so I 
Some slights if a certain heart endures 
It feels, 1 would have your fellows know S 
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’Faith—I perceive not why I should care 
To break a silence that suits them best, 

But the thing grows somewhat hard to bear 
When I find a Giotto join the rest. 

4. 

On the arch where olives overhead 
Print the blue sky with twig and leaf, 

(That sharp-curled leaf they never shed) 

’Twixt the aloes I used to lean in chief. 

And mark through the winter afternoonst 
By a gift God grants me now and then, 

In the mild decline of those suns like moons, 

Who walked in Florence, besides her men. 

5. 

They might chirp and chaffer, come and go 
For pleasure or profit, her men alive— 

My business was hardly with them, I trow, 

But with empty cells of the human hive; 
—With the chapter-room, the cloister-porch, 

The church’s apsis, aisle or nave. 

Its crypt, one fingers along with a torch— 

Its face, set full for the sun to shave, 

6 . 

Wherever a fresco peels and drops. 

Wherever an outline weakens and wanes 
Till the latest life in the painting stops, 

Stands One whom each fainW pulse-tick pains 
One, wishful each scrap should clutch its brick, 
Each tinge not wholly escape the plaster, 

—A lion who dies of an ass’s kick, 

The wronged great soul of an ancient Master. 


OLB t'lt.TUKES m FLOKENCE* 


187 


7. 

For oh, this world and the wrong it does! 

They are safe in heaven with their backs to it, 

The Michaels and Rafaels, you hum and buzz 
Round the works of, you of the little wit! 

Do their eyes contract to the earth’s old scope. 

Now that they see God face to face, 

And have all attained to be poets, I hope ? 

'Tis their holiday now, in any case. 

8 . 

Much they reek of your praise and you I 

But the wronged great souls—can they be quit 
Of a world where all their work is to do, 

WTiere you style theni, you of the little wit. 

Old Master this and Early the other, 

Not dreaming that Old and New are fellows, 

That a younger succeeds to an elder brother, 

Da Vincis derive in good time from Dell os. 

And here where your praise would yield returns 
And a handsome word or two give help, 

Here, after your kind, the mastiff girns 
And the puppy pack of poodles yelp. 

What, not a word for Stefano there 
—Of brow once prominent and starry. 

Called Nature’s ape and the world’s despair 
For his peerless painting (see Vasari) ? 

10 , 

There he stands ]iow. Study, my friends. 

What a man’s work comes to ! so he plans it. 
Performs it, perfects it, makes amends 

For the toiling and moiling, and there’s its transit! 


im 
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Happier the thrifty blind-folk labour, 

With upturned eye while the hand is busy. 

Not sidling a glance at the coin of their neighbour 1 
’Tis looking downward makes one dizzy, 

IL 

If you knew their work you would deal your dole. 

May I take upon me to instruct you ? 

When Greek Art ran and reached the goal. 

Thus much had the world to boast in fructu— 

The truth of Man, as by God first spoken, 

Which the actual generations garble. 

Was re-uttered,^—and Soul (which Limbs betoken) 
And Limbs (Soul informs) were made new in marble. 

12 . 

So you saw yourself as you wished you were. 

As you might have been, as you cannot be ; 

And bringing your own shortcomings there. 

You grew content in your poor degree 
With your little power, by those statues’ godhead, 
And your Little scope, by their eyes^ full sway, 

And your little grace, by their grace embodied, 

And your little date, by their fonns that stay, 

13, 

You would fain be kinglier, say than I am f 
Even so, you wiU not sit like Theseus. 

You’d fain be a model ? the Son of Priam 
Has yet the advantage in arms’ and knees’ use. 
You’re wroth—can you slay your snake like Apollo ? 

You’re grieved—-still Niobe’s the grander I 
You live—there’s the Racers’ frieze to follow— 

You die—there’s the dying Alexander, 
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• 14 . 

Soj testing your weakness by their strength, 

Your meagre charms by their rounded beauty, 
Measured by Art in your breadth and length. 

You learn—to submit is the worsted’s duty* 

—When I say “ you ” ’tis the common soul, 

The collective, I mean—-the race of Man 
That receives life in parts to live in a whole. 

And grow here according to God’s own plan, 

15 . 

Growth came when, looking your last on them all. 
You turned your eyes inwardly oue fine day 
And cried with a start—What if we so small 
Are greater, ay, greater the while than they ! 

Are they perfect of lineament, perfect of stature ? 

In both, of such lower types ate we 
Precisely because of our wider nature * 

For time, theirs—ours, for eternity, 

16 , 

To-day’s brief passion limits their range, 

It seethes with the morrow for us and more* 

They are perfect—how else ? they shall never change: 

We are faulty—why not ? w-e have time in store. 
The Artificer’s hand is not arrested 
With os—we are rQugh-hewn, no-wise polished : 
They stand for our copy, and, once invested 

With all they can teach, we shall see them abolished* 

17 * 

’Tis a lifedong toil till our lump be leaven— 

The better i what’s come to perfection perishes* 
Things learned on earth, we shall practise in heaven. 
Works done least rapidly, Art most cherishes. 
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Thyself shall afford the example, Giotto t 
Thy one work, not to decrease ot diminish, 

Done at a stroke, was just {was it not ?) ‘‘ 0 T* 

Thy great Campanile is still to finish. 

18 * 

Is it true, we are now, and shall be hereafter, 

And what—is depending on life’s one minute ? 
Hails heavenly cheer or infernal laughter 
Our first step out of the gulf or in it ? 

And Man, this step within his endeavour. 

His face, have no more play and action 
Than joy which is crystallised for ever, 

Or grief, an eternal petrifaction! 

19 . 

On which I conclude, that the early painters, 

To cries of “ Greek Art and what more wish you ? 
Replied, Become now self-acquaiuters, 

And paint man, man,—whatever the issue ! 

Make the hopes shine through the flesh they fray. 
New fears aggrandise the rags and tatters* 

So bring the invisible full into play, 

Let the visible go to the dogs—what matters ? ’’ 

20 . 

Give these, I say, full honour and glory 
For daring so much, before they well did it* 

The first of the new, in our race’s story. 

Beats the last of the old, ’tis no idle quiddit. 

The worthies began a revolution 

Which if on the earth we intend to acknowledge 
Honour them now—{ends my allocution) 

Nor confer our degree when the folks leave college. 
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Theresa a fancy some lean to and bthers hate— 

That, when this life is ended, begins 
New work for the soul in another state, 

Where it strives and g^ts weary, loses and wins— 
Where the strong and the weak, this world’s congeries, 
Repeat in large what they practised in small, 
Through life after life in unlimited series ; 

Only the scale’s to be changed, that’s all* 

22 . 

Yet I hardly know. When a soul has seen 
By the means of Evil that Good is best, [serene,— 
And through earth and its noise, what is heaven’s 
When its faith in the same has stood the test— 
Why, the child grown man, you burn the ro^. 

The uses of labour are surely done* 

There remaineth a rest for the people of God, 

And I have had troubles enough for one, 

23 . 

But at any rate I have loved the season 
Of Art’s spring-birth so dim and dewy. 

My sculptor is Nicolo the Pisan; 

My painter—who but Cimabue ? 

Nor ever was man of them all indeed, 

From these to Ghiberti and Ghirlandajo, 

Could say that he missed my critic-meed. 

So now to my special grievance—heigh ho! 

Their ghosts now stand, as I said before, 

Watching each fresco flaked and rasped, 

Blocked up, knocked out, or whitewashed o’er 
—No getting again what the church has grasped ! 
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The works on the wall must take their chance, 

Works never conceded to England’s thick clime ! ” 
(I hope they prefer their inheritance 
Of a bucketful of Italian quick-lime.) 

When they go at length, with such a shaking 
Of heads o’er the old delusions, sadly 
Each master his way through the black streets taking. 
Where many a lost work breathes though badly— 
Why don’t they bethink them of who has merited ? 

Why not reveal, while their pictures dree 
Such doom, that a captive’s to be out-ferreted ? 

\\Tiy do they never remember me ? 

26. 

Not that I expect the great Bigordi 
Nor Sandro to hear me, chivalric, bellicose ; 

Nor wronged Lippino—and not a word I 
Say of a scrap of Fra Angelico’s, 

But are you too fine, Taddeo Gaddi, 

To grant me a taste of your intonaco— 

Some Jerome that seeks the heaven with a sad eye ? 
No churlish saint, Lorenzo Monaco ? 

27. 

Could not the ghost with the close red cap, 

My PoUajolo, the twice a craftsman, 

Save me a sample, give me the hap 

Of a muscular Clirist that shows the draughtsman ? 
No Virgin by him, the somewhat petty. 

Of finical touch and tempera crumbly— 

Could not Alesso Baidavinetti 
Contribute so much, I ask him humbly ? 
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28. 

Margberitone of Arezzo, 

With the grave-clothes garb and swaddling barret, 
(Why purse up mouth and beak in a pet so. 

You bald, saturnine, poll-clawed parrot ?) 

No poor glimmering Crucifixion, 

Where in the foreground kneels the donor ? 

If such remain, as is my conviction. 

The hoarding does you but little honour* 

29 . 

They pass : for them the panels may thrill. 

The tempera grow alive and tinglish— 

Rot or are left to the mercies still 

Of dealers and stealers, Jews and the English ! 
Seeing mere money’s w^orth in their prize, 

Who sell it to some one calm as Zeno 
At naked Art, and in ecstaciea 

Before some clay-cold, vile Carlino ! 

30 * 

No matter for these ! But Giotto, yon, 

Have you allowed, as the town-tongues babble it. 
Never I it shall not be counted true— 

That a certain precious little tablet 
Which Buonarroti eyed like a lover,— 

Buried so long in oblivion’s womb. 

Was left for another than I to discover,— 

Turns up at last, and to whom ?—to whom ? 

31 . 

1, that have haunted the dim San Spirito, 

(Or was it rather the Ognissanti?) 

Stood on the altar-steps, patient and weary too I 
Nay, I shall have it yet, detur amanti / 

B. u. k W. 
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My Koh-i-noor—or (if that’s a platitude) 

JevYel of Giamschid, the Persian Sofi’a eye 1 
So, in auticipative gratitude. 

What if I take up my hope and prophesy ? 

35 . 

When the hour is ripej and a certain dotard 
Pitched, no parcel that needs invoicing. 

To the worse side of the Mont St. Gothard, 

Have, to begin by way of rejoicing. 

None of that shooting the sky (blank cartridge), 

No civic guards, all plumes and lacquer, 

Hunting Radetzky’s soul like a partridge 
Over MorelJo with squib and cracker. 

m. 

WeTl shoot this time better game and bag ’em hot—^ 
No display at the stone of Dante, 

But a kind of Witan-agemot 
(“ Casa Guidi,” quod Yudeas ante) 

To ponder Freedom restored to Florence, 

How Art may return that departed with her. 

Go, hated house, go each trace of the Loraine’s! 

And bring us the days of Orgagna hither. 

34. 

How we shall prologuise, how we shall perorate. 

Say fit things upon art and history— 

Set truth at blood-heat and the false at a zero-rate, 
Make of the want of the age no mystery ! 

Contrast the fnictuous and sterile eras, 

Show, monarchy its uncouth cub licks 
Out of the bear’s shape to the chimeera’s— 

Pure Art’s birth being still the republic’s I 
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35 * 

Then one shall propose (in a speech, curt Tuscan, 
Sober, expurgate, spare of an ** issimo*") 
Ending our half-told tale of Cambuscan, 

Turning the Bell-tower’s altaltissimo* 

And fine as the beak of a young beccaccia 
The Campanile, the Duomo’e fit ally. 

Soars up in gold its full fifty braccia. 

Completing Florence, as Florence, Italy,- 

36. 

Shall I be alive that morning the scaffold 
Is broken away, and the long-pent fire 
Like the golden hope of the world unbaffled 
Springs from its sleep, and up goes the spire— 
As, ** God and the People ’’ plain for its motto, 
Thence the new tricolor flaps at the sky ? 
Foreseeing the day that vindicates Giotto 
And Florence together, the first am 11 


IN A BALCONY. 
FIRST PART 


CoKSTAxCB and Nobbebv, 

KOBBEBT. 

Not. 

ooNSTANca, 

Not now* 

NORBEBT. 

Give me them again, those hands— 
Put them upon my forehead, how it throbs t 
Press them before my eyes, the fire comes through. 
You cruellest, you dearest in the world. 

Let me ! the Queen must grant whatever I ask— 
How can I gain you and not ask the Queen ? 

There she stays w^aiting for me, here stand you. 
Some time or other this was to be asked. 

Now is the one time—what I ask, I gain— 

Let me ask now, Ijove I 

COKStANCm. 

Do, and ruin us, 

^ KORBEirr, 

Let it be now. Love 1 All my soul breaks forth. 
How I do love you ! give my love its way I 
A man can have but one life and one death, 
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One heaYen, one hell. Let me fulfil my fate— 

Grant me my beavea now. Let me know you mine. 
Prove you mine, write my name upon your brow. 

Hold you and have you, and then die away 
If God please, with completion in my soul. 

CONSTANCE. 

I am not yours then 2 how content this man ? 

I am not his, who change into Mmself, 20 

Have passed into his heart and beat its beats. 

Who give my hands to him, my eyes, my hair, 

Give all that was of me away to him 
So well, that now, my spirit turned his own. 

Takes part with him against the woman here, 

Bids him not stumble at so mere a straw 
As caring that the world be cognisant 
How he loves her and how she worships him. 

You have this woman, not as yet that world. 

Go oh, I bid, nor stop to care for me 30 

By saving what I cease to care about, 

The courtly name and pride of circumstance— 

The name you’ll pick up and be cumbered w'ith 
Just for the poor parade’s sake, nothing more; 

Just that the world may slip from under you-— 

Just that the world may cry So much for him—* 

The man predestined to the heap of crowns I 
There goes his chance of winning one, at least,** 

The world ! 

CONSTANCE. 

You love it. Love me quite as well. 

And see if I shall pray for this in vain ! 

Why must you ponder what it knows or thinks 2 
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You pray for—what, in vain ? 

COS^^AKCE* 

Oh my heart’s heart, 

How I do love you, Norbert!—that is right I 
But listen, or I take my hands away* 

You say, “ let it he now —you would go now 
And tell the Queen, perhaps six steps from us. 

You love me—so you do, thank God ! 

KOEBEfrr, 

Thank Go<l I 

COKSTAS-CB, 

Yes, Norbert,—but you fain would tell your love, 

And, what succeeds the telling, ask of her 

My hand. Now take this rose and look at it, 50 

Listening to me. You are the minister, 

The Queen’s first favourite, nor without a cause* 
To-night completes your wonderful year’s-work 
(This palace-feast is held to celebrate) 

Made memorable by her life’s success, 

That junction of two crowns on her sole head 
Her house had only dreamed of anciently. 

That this mere dream is grown a stable truth 
To-night’s feast makes authentic. Whose the praise ? 

- Whose genius, patience, energy, achieved 00 

What turned the many heads and broke the hearts ? 
You are the fate—your minute’s in the heaven. 

Next comes the Queen’s turn. Name your own reward! 
With leave to clench the past, chain the to-come. 

Put out an arm and touch and take the suu 
And fix it ever full-faced on your earth, 

Possess yourself supremely of her life, 
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You choose the single thing she will not grant— 

The very declaration of which choice 

Will turn the scale and neutralise your work. 70 

At best she will forgive you, if she can. 

You think Til let you choose—her cousin's hand ? 

Wait. First, do you retain your old belief 
The Queen is generous,—nay, is just ? 

COKSTAKCE. 

There, there! 

So men make women love them, while they know 
No more of women’s hearts than . . . look you here. 

You that are just and generous beside. 

Make it your own case. For erample now, 
ril say—I let you kiss me and hold my hands— 

Why ? do you know why ? FU instruct you, then— 80 
The kiss, because you have a name at court, 

This hand and this, that you may shut in each 
A jewel, if you please to pick up such. 

That’s horrible ! Apply it to the Queen— 

Suppose, lam the Queen to whom you speak. 

** I was a nameless man : you needed me : 

Why did proffer you my aid ? there stood 
A certain pretty Cousin at your side. 

Why did I make such common cause with you ? 

Access to her had not been easy else. 00 

You give my labours here abundant praise; 

’Faith, labour, while she overlooked, grew play. 

How shall your gratitude discharge itself ? 

Give me her hand ! ” 

And still I urge the same. 

Is the Queen just ? just—generous or no ! 
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COKSTAKCB. 

Yes, just. You lore a rose—no harm in that— 

But was it for the rose’s sake or mine 
You put it in your bosom ? mine, you said— 

Then mine yoii still roust say or else be false. 

You told the Queen you served her for herself: 100 

If so, to serve her was to serve yourself 
She thinks, for all your unbelieving face ! 

I know her. In the hall, six steps from us. 

One sees the twenty pictures—there’s a life 
Better than life—and yet no life at all; 

Conceive her born in such a magic dome, 

Pictures all round her! why, she sees the world. 

Can recognise its given things and facts, 

The fight of giants or the feast of gods, 

Sages in senate, beauties at the bath, 110 

Claces and battles, the whole earth’s display. 

Landscape and sea-piece, down to flowers and fruit— 
And who shall question that she knows them all 
In better semblance than the things outside ? 

Yet bring into the silent gallery 

Some live thing to contrast in breath and blood. 

Some lion, with the painted lion there— 

You think sheMl understand composedly ? 

—Say, “ that’s his fellow in the hunting-piece 
Yonder, IVe turned to praise a hundred times ? ” 120 

Not so. Her knowledge of our actual earth. 

Its hopes and fears, concerns and sympathies. 

Must be too far, too mediate, too unreal. 

The real exists for us outside, not bet— 

How should it, with that Life in these four walls* 

That father and that mother, first to last 
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No father and no mother—friends, a heap» 

Lovers, no lack—a husband in due time, 

And everyone of them alike a lie ! 

Things painted by a Rubens out of nought 130 

Into what kindness, friendship, love should be ; 

All better, aU more grandiose than life, 

Only no life ; mere cloth and surface-paint 
You feel while you admire. How should she feci ? 

And now that she has stood thus fifty years 
The sole spectator in that gallery. 

You think to bring this warm real struggling love 

In to her of a sudden, and suppose 

She’ll keep her state untroubled ? Here’s the truth— 

She’ll apprehend its value at a glance, 140 

Prefer it to the pictured loyalty I 

You only have to say so men are made, 

For this they act, the thing has many names 
But this the right one—and now, Queen, be just! ” 

And life slips back—you lose her at the word— 

You do not even for amends gain me. 

He will not understand ! oh, Norbert, Norbert, 

Do you not understand ? 

KOBSEBrr. 

The Queen’s the Queen, 

I am myself—no picture, but alive 

In every nerve and every muscle, here IcO 

At the pal ace-window or in the people’s street, 

As she in the gallery where the pictures glow. 

The good of life is precious to us both. 

She cannot love—^what do I want vdth rule ? 

When first I saw your face a year ago 
I knew my life’s good—my soul heard one voice 
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“ The woman yonder, there's no use ot life 

But just to obtain her [ heap earth's woes in one 

And bear them—make a pile of all earth's joys 

And spurn them, as they help or help not hero ; lao 

Only, obtain her ! ”—How was it to be ? 

I found she %vas the cousin of the Queen ; 

I must then serve the Queen to get to her^— 

No other way. Suppose there had been one^ 

And I by saying prayers to some white star 
With promise of my body and my soul 
Might gain you,—should I pray the star or no ? 

Instead, there was the Queen to serve i I served. 

And did what other servants failed to do. 

Neither she sought nor I declared my end. nO 

Her good is hers, my recompense be mine. 

And let me name you as that recompense. 

She dreamed that such a thing could never be ? 

Let her wake now. She thinks there was some cause^— 
The love of power, of fame, pure loyalty ? 

—Perhaps she fancies men wear out their lives 
Chasing such shades. Then I*ve a fancy too. 

I worked because I want you with my soul— 

I therefore ask your hand. Let it be now* 

COKSTANCE. 

Had I not loved you from the very first, ISO 

Were I not yours, could we not steal out thus 
So wickedly, so wildly, and so well, 

You might be thus impatient. What's conceived 
Of us without here, by the folks within ? 

Where are you now ? immersed in cares of state— 
Where am I now ?—intent on festal robes— 

We two, embracing under death’s spread hand! 
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What was this thought for, what this soruple of yours 
Which broke the council upj to bring about 
One minxite*a meeting in the corridor ? 100 

And then the sudden sleights.long secresiesj 
The plots inscrutable, deep telegraphs^ 

Long-planned chance-meetings, hazards of a look, 

“ Does she know ? does she not know ? saved or lost ? ” 

A year of this compression’s ecstasy 

All goes for nothing ? you would give this up 

For the old way, the open w^ay, the world’s, 

His way who beats, and his w^ho sells his wife ? 

What tempts you ? their notorious happiness, 

That you’re ashamed of ours ? The best you’ll get 200 
Will be, the Queen grants all that you require. 

Concedes the cousin, and gets rid of you 
And her at giice, and gives us ample leave 
To live as our five hundred happy friends. 

The world will show us with officious hand 
Our chamber-entry and stand sentinel, 

When we so oft have stolen across her traps! 

Get the world’s warrant, ring the falcon’s foot, 

And make it duty to be bold and swift. 

When long ago ’twas nature. Have it so [ 210 

He never hawked by rights till flung from list ? 

Oh, the man’s thought I—-no woman’s such a fool. 

KOHimRT. 

Yes, the iimn’a thought and mj thought, which is more— 
One made to love you, let the world take note. 

Have I don© 'worthy work 2 be love’s the praise, 

Though hampered by restrictions, barred against 
By set forms, blinded by forced secresies. 

Set free my love, and see what love will do 
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Shown in my Life—what work will spring from that 1 
The world is used to have its business done 220 

On other grounds^ find great effects produced 
For power’s sake, fame’s sake, motives you have named. 
So good. But let my low ground shame their high- 
Truth is the strong thing. Let man’s life be true! 

And love’s the truth of mine* Time prove the rest! 

I choose to have you stamped all over me, 

Your name upon my forehead and my breast, 

You, from the sword’s blade to the ribbon’s edge. 

That men may see, ail over, you in me— 

That pale loves may die out of their pretence 230 

In face of mine, shames thrown on love fall ofi— 

Permit this, Constance ! Love has been so long 
Subdued in me, eating me through and through, 

That now it’s all of me and must have way. 

Think of my work, that chaos of intrigues, 

Those hopes and fears, surprises and delays, 

That long endeavour, earnest, patient, slow 
Trembling at last to its assured result— 

Then think of tlds revulsion. I ibsume 
Life, after death, (it is no less than life 240 

After such long unlovely labouring days) 

And liberate to beauty life’s great need 
Of the beautiful, which, while it prompted work, 
Supprest itself erewhile. This eve’s the time-— 

This eve intense with yon. first trembhiig star 
We seem to pant and reach ; scarce aught between 
The earth that rises and the heaven that bends — 

All nature self-abandoned—every tree 
Flung as it will, pursuing its own thoughts 
And fixed so, every flower and every weed, 
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No pride, no shame, no victory, no defeat: 

All under God, each measured by itself! 

These statues round us, each abrupt, distinct. 

The strong in strength, the weak in weakness fixed. 

The Muse for ever wedded to her Ijre, 

The Nymph to her fawn, the Silence to her rose, 

And God's approval on his universe 1 
Let us do so—aspire to live as these 
In harmony with truth, ourselves being true. 

Take the first way, and let the second come. 200 

My first is to possess myself of you ; 

Tlie music sets the march-step—forward then! 

And there's the Queen, I go to claim you of, 

The world to witness, wonder and applaud. 

Our flower of life breaks open. No delay I 

CONST AJfCK. 

And so shall we be ruined, both of us. 

Norbert, I know her to the skin and bone— 

You do not know her, were not born to it, 

To feel what she can see or cannot see* 

Love, she is generous,—ay, despite your smile, 270 
Generous as you are. For, in that thin frame 
Pain-twisted, punctured through and through with cares, 
There lived a lavish soul until it starved 
Debarred all healthy food. Look to the soul— 

Pity that, stoop to that, ere you begin 

(The true man’s way) on justice and your rights. 

Exactions and acquittance of the past. 

Begin so—see what justice she will deal 1 
We women hate a debt as men a gift. 

Suppose her some poor keeper of a school 280 

Whose business is to sit thro’ summer-months 
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And dole out children*s leave to go and play, 
Herself superior to such lightness—^she 
In the arra-chair's state and psedagogic pomp, 
To the life, the laughter, sun and youth outside 
We wonder such an one looks black on ns ? 

I do not bid you wake her tenderness, 

—That were vain truly—none is left to wake— 
But, let her think her justice is engaged 
To take the shape of tenderness, and mark 
If sheMl not coldly do its warmest deed ! 

Does she love me, I ask you ? not a whit. 

Yet, thinking that her justice was engaged 
To help a kinswoman, she took me up^— 

Did more on that bare ground than other loves 
Would do on greater argument* For me, 

I have no equivalent of that cold kind 
To pay her with ; my love alone to give 
If I give anything* I give her love* 

I feel I ought to help her, and I will. 

So for her sake, as yours, I tell you twice 
That women hate a debt as men a gift* 

If I were you* I could obtain this grace— 
W’ould lay the whole I did to love’s account, 
Nor yet be very false as courtiei^ go— 

Declare that my success was recompense ; 

It would be so, in fact: what were it else ? 

And then, once loosed her generosity 
As you will mark it—then,-—were I but you 
To turn it, let it seem to move itself. 

And make it give the thing I really take. 
Accepting so, in the poor cousin’s hand, 

AU value as the next thing to the queen— 
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Since none loves her directly, none dares that! 

A shadow of a thing, a name’s mere echo 
Suffices those who miss the name and thing ; 

You pick up just a ribbon she has worn 
To keep in proof how near her breath you came. 

Say Fm so near I seem a piece of her— 

Ask for me that way—(oh, you understand) 320 

And find the same gift yielded with a grace, 

Wliich if you make the least shew to extort 
—You*!! see 1 and w’hen you have mined both of us, 
Disertate on the Queen’s ingratitude I 

>rORBEBT, 

Then, if I turn it that way, you consent ? 

’Tis not my way ; I have more hope in truth. 

Still if you won’t have truth—why, this indeed. 

Is scarcely false, I’ll so express the sense. 

Will you remain here ? 

0 beat heart of mine, 

How I have loved you 1 then, you take my way ? 330 

Are mine as you have been her minister, 

Work out my thought, give it effect for me. 

Paint plain my poor conceit and make it serve ? 

I owe that withered woman everything— 

Life, fortune, you, reinembet! Take my part— 

Help me to pay her 1 Stand upon your rights ? 

You, with my rose, my hands, my heart on you ? 

Your rights are mine—you have no righta but mine. 

Remain here. How you know me i 

COKSTANCB. 

Ah, but still- 

[//f ifrmks fnm kir .* she rwiaiW. 
from icithin* 
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SECOND PART. 


Enter th€ Quim 
QURKW, 

Constance !—She is here aa he said. Speak ! quick ! 340 
Is it so ? is it true—or false 1 One word ! 

COXSTAKCK. 

True. 

Mercifullest Mother, thanks to thee! 

Madam ! 

I love you, Constance, from my souL 
Now say once more, with any words you will, 

Tis true—all true—as true as that I Speak, 

CON^ANCE. 

Why should you doubt it ? 

QUKEK. 

Ah, why doubt ? why doubt ? 
Dear, make me see it. Do you see it so ? 

None see themselves—another sees them best. 

You say why doubt it ? ”—you see him and me. 

It is because the Mother has such grace 350 

That if we had but faith—wherein we fail— 

Wbate’er we yearn for would be granted us; 

Howbeit we let our Tvhims prescribe despair, 

Our very fancies thwart and cramp our will. 

And BO accepting life, abjure ourselves ! 
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Constance, I had abjured the hope of love 
And of being loved, as truly as yon palm 
The hope of seeing Egypt from that turf. 

CO> STANCE, 

Heaven! 

QUEEN, 

But it was so, Constance, it was so. 

Men say—or do men aay it ? fancies say— 300 

“ Stop here, your life is set, you are grown old. 

Too late—no love for you, too iate for love— 

Leave love to girls. Be queen-—let Constance love ! " 
One takes the hint—half meets it like a child, 

Ashamed at any feelings that oppose. 

“ Oh, love, true, never think of love again ! 

I am a queen^—I rule, not love, indeed/' 

So it goes on ; so a face grows like this, 

Hair like this hair, poor arms as lean as these, 

Till,—nay, it does not end so, I thank God I 370 

CONSTANCE. 

I cannot understand- 

QUEEN, 

The happier you! 

Constance, I know not how it is with men. 

For women, {I am a %voman now like you) 

There is no good of life but love—but love ! 

What else looks good, is some shade flung from love— 
Love gilds it, gives it worth* Be warned by me, 

Never you cheat yourself one instant. Love, 

Give love, ask only love, and leave the rest! 

0 Constance, how I love you ! 

CONSTANCE. 


a. If. h w. 


P 


I love you. 



no 
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QUEENT. 

I do believe that all is come through you* 380 

I took you to my heart to keep it warm 

When the last chance of love seemed dead in me; 

I thought your fresh youth warmed my withered heart. 
Oh, I am very old now, am I not ? 

Not so i it is true and it shall ho true ! 

OOSSTAKCB, 

Tell it me I let me judge if true or false, 

OUEEN-* 

Ah, but I fear you—you will look at me 
Aud say “ she^s old, she^s grown unlovely quite^ 

AVho ne’er was beauteous J men want beauty stilL” 
Well, so I feared““the curse ! so I felt sure, 390 

OOKSTANCI!, 

Be calm. And now you feel not sure, you say ? 

Constance, he came, the coming was not strange— 

Do not I stand and see men come and go ? 

I turned a half-look from my pedestal 

Where I grow" nurble—" one young man the more ! 

He will love some one,—that is nought to me— 

What would he with my marble stateliness 1 ** 

\ et this seemed somewhat w^orse than heretofore ; 

The man more gracious, youthful, like a god, 

And I still older, with less flesh to change— ^00 

We two those dear extremes that long to touch. 

It seemed still harder when he first began 
Absorbed to labour at the state-a flairs 
The old way for the old end, interest. 

Oh, to live with a thousand beating hearts 
Around you, swift eyes, servieeahle hands, 
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Professing they’ve no care but for your cause, 

Thought but to help you, love but for yourself. 

And you the marble statue all the time 

They praise and point at as preferred to life, 410 

Yet leave for the first breathing woman’s cheek. 

First dancer’s, gypsy’s, or street baladine’s! 

Why, how I have ground rny teeth to hear men’s speech 
Stifled for fear it should alarm my ear, 

Their gait subdued lest step should startle me. 

Their eyes declined, such queendom to respect. 

Their hands alert, such treasure to presprve, 

\Miile not a man of these broke rank and spoke. 

Or wrote me a vulgar letter all of love, 

Or caught my hand and pressed it like a hand. 420 
There have been moments, if the sentinel 
Lowering his halbert to salute the queen, 

Had flung it brutally and clasped my knees, 

I would have stooped and kissed him with ray soiiL 
cos STANCE. 

Who could have comprehended I 

QUEEN, 

Ay, who—^who ? 

Why, no one, Constance, but this one who did. 

Not they, not you, not I. Even now perhaps 
It comes too late—would you but tell the truth. 

C50N3TAKCB* 

I wait to tell it, 

QUEEN, 

Well, you see, he came. 

Outfaced the others, did a work this year 430 

Exceeds in value all was ever done 
You know—it is not I who say it—all 
Say it* And so (a second pang and worse) 

F 2 
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I grew aware not only of what he did. 

But why sp wondrouely. Oh, never work 
Like his was done for work’s ignoble sake— 

It must have finer aims to spur it on 1 
I felt, I saw he loved—loved somebody* 

And Constance, my dear Constance, do you know, 
I did believe this while 'twas you he loved. 


Me, madam ? 


ODXSTAKCE* 


QUEEN'- 

It did seem to me your face 
Met him where’er he looked : and whom but you 
Was such a man to love ? it seemed to me 
Yon saw he loved you, and approved the love, 
And that you both were in intelligence. 

You could not loiter in the garden, step 
Into this balcony, but I straight was stung 
And forced to understand* It seemed so true, 

So right, so beautiful, so like you both 

That all this work should have been done by him 

Not for the vulgar hope of recompense, 

But that at last—suppose some night like this—- 
Borne on to claim his due reward of me 
He might say, Give her hand and pay me so*"’ 
And I (0 Constance, you shall love me now) 

I thought, surmounting all the bitterness, 

—“ And he shall have it* I will make her blest, 
My flower of youth, my woman’s self that was, 

My happiest woman’s self that might have been ! 
These two shall have their joy and leave me here,” 
Yes—yes— 

CONSTAKCJE* 


440 


450 


4C0 


Thanks! 
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QtTEEN* 

And the word was on my lips 
When he burst in upon me, I looked to hear 
A mere calm statement of his just desire 
In payment of his labour. When, 0 Heaven, 

How can I tell you ? cloud was on my eyes 
And thunder in my ears at that first word 
Which told "twas love of me, of me, did all— 

He loved me—from the first step to the last, 

Loved me ! 

coKsrrAKCB, 

You did not hear ,., you thought he spoke 
Of love ? what if you should mistake ? 

QUEEN, 

No, no— 470 

No mistake ! Ha, there shall be no mistake 1 
He had not dated to hint the love he felt— 

You were my reflex—how I understood ’ 

He said you were the ribbon I had worn, 

He kissed ray hand, he looked into ray eyes. 

And love, love was the end of every phrase. 

Love is begun—this much is come to pass, 

The rest is easy, Constance, I am yours— 

I will learn, I will place my life on you. 

But teach me how to keep what I have won. 480 

Am I so old ? this hair was early grey; 

But joy ere now has brought hair brown again, 

And joy will bring the cheek’s red back, I feel. 

I could sing once too ; that was in my youth. 

Still, when men paint me, they declare me , , . yea. 
Beautiful—for the last French painter did ! 

I know they flatter somewhat; you are frank— 
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I trust you. How I loved you from the first! 
Sonic queens would hardly seek a cousin out 
And set her hy their side to take the eye : 

I must have felt that good would come from you, 
lam not generous—like him—like you ! 

But he is not your lover after all— 

It was not you he looked at. Saw you him ? 
You have not been mistaking words or looks ? 

He said you were the reflex of inyself^— 

And yet he is not such a paragon 
To you, to younger women who may choose 
Among a thousand Norbert-s. Speak the truth f 
You know you never named his name to me— 
You know, I cannot give him up—ah God, 

Not up now, even to you 1 

COXSTAKCE, 

Then calm yourself. 

See, lam old—look here, you happy girl, 

I will not play the fool, deceive myself; 

’Tis all gone—put your cheek beside my cheek— 
Ah, what a contrast does the moon behold ! 

But then I set my life upon one chance. 

The last chance and the best—am 1 not left, 

My soul, myself ? All women love great men 
If young or old-—it is in all the tales— 

Young V)eauties love old poets wbo can love— 
\VTiy should not he the poems in my soul. 

The love, the passionate faith, the sacrilice. 

The constancy ? I throw them at his feet. 

Who cares to sec the fountain’s very shape 
And whether it be a Triton^s or a Nymph’s 
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That pours the foam, makes rainbows all around ? 

You eould not praise indeed the empty conch; 

But 1^11 pour floods of love and hide myself. 

How I will love him ! cannot men love love ? 620 

Who was a queen and loved a poet once 
Humpbacked, a dwarf ? ahj women can do that I 
Well, b\it men too ! at least, they tell you so. 

They love so many women in their youth. 

And even in age they all love whom they please; 

And yet the best of them confide to friends 
That ’tis not beauty makes the lasting love— 

They spend a day with such and tire the next ; 

They like soul,—well then, they like phantasy, 

Novelty even. Let us confess the truth 630 

Horrible though it be—that prejudice. 

Prescription , . . Curses I they will love a queen. 

They will—they do. And will not, docs not—he? 

, CONSTAS’CK, 

How can he V You are ^vedded“'tis a name 
We know, but still a bond. Your rank remains, 

His rank remains. How can he, nobly souled 
As you believe and I incline to think, 

Aspire to be your favourite, shame and all ? 

Heat her ! there, there nosv—could she love like me ? 

W hat did I say of smooth'Cheeked youth and grace ? 

8ec all it does or could do 1 so, youth loves ! 

Oh, tell him, Constance, you could never do 
What I will—you, it was not born in I I 
Will drive these difficulties far and fast 
As yonder mists curdling before the moon, 
ril use my light too, gloriously retrieve 
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My youth from its enforced calamity. 

Dissolve that hateful marriage, and be his, 

His own in the eyes alike of God and man, 

OOSSTANCB. 

You will do—date do—Pause on what you say ! 

QUEEN* 

Hear her 1 I thank you, Sweet, for that surprise. 
You have the fair face : for the soul, see mine ! 

I have the strong soul: let me teach you, here. 

I think I have borne enough and long enough, 
And patiently enough, the world remarks. 

To have my own way now, unblamed by all. 

It does so happen, I rejoice for it. 

This most unhoped-for issue cuts the knot. 
There’s not a better way of settling claims 
Than this; God sends the accident express ; 

And were it for my subjects’ good, no more, 
’Twere best thus ordered. I am thankful now, 
Mute, passive, acquiescent. I receive. 

And hless God simply, or should almost fear 
To walk so smoothly to my ends at last. 

Why, how I baffle obstacles, spurn fate i 
How strong I am ! could Norbert see me now ! 

CONSTANCE, 

Let me consider. It is all too strange. 

QUKSN. 

Y^oUj Constance, learn of me ; do you, like me. 
You are young, beautiful: my own, best girl, 
Y"ou \\4il have many lovers, and love one— 

Light hair, not hair like Norbert^s, to suit yours. 
And taller than he is, for you are tail. 

Love him like me ! give all away to him ; 

Think never of yourself; throw by your piide. 
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Hope, fear,—your own good as you saw it oacej 
And love him simply for his very self- 
Remeinbcr, I {and what am I to yon ?) 

Would give up all for one, leave throne, lose life, 

Do all but just unlove him 1 he loves me. 

CONSTANCE. 

He shaU. 

QOEEN'. 

You, Step inside my inmost heart. 

Give me your own heart—‘let us have one heart— 
ril come to you for counsel; This he says. 

This he does, what should this amount to, pray ? 
Beseech you, change it into current coin. 

Is that worth kisses ? shall I please him there ? ” 

And then we^ll speak in turn of you—what else f 
Your love (according to your beauty’s worth) 

For you Bhall have some noble love, all gold— 

Whom choose you ? we will get him at your choice. 5D0 
—Constance, I leave you. Just a minute since 
I felt as I must die or be alone 
Breathing my soul into an car like yours. 

Now, I would face the world with ray new life, 

With iny new crown. ITl walk around the rooms. 

And then come back and tell you how it feels. 

How soon a smile of God can change the world ! 

How we are all made for happiness—how work 
Grows play, adversity a winning dght! 

True, T have lost so many years. What then 2 600 

Many remain—God has been very good. 

You, stay here. ’Tis as different from dreams,— 

From the mind’s cold calm estimate of bliss, 

As these stone statues from the flesh and blood. 

The comfort thou hast caused mankind, God’s moon ! 

. [ifAf mt Bance-rmtsie from 
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PART THIRD* 


Norbeht enters. 


NOBBEirr. 

Well! we have but one minute and one word- 


CSONSTAXCE* 

I am yours, Norberfc ! 

NODBEBT. 

Yes, mine. 

CONS^AXCE, 

Not till now 1 

You were mine. Now I give myself to you. 


Constance ! 


KORBEST* 


COXSTAKCE. 

Your own ! I know the thriftier way 
Of giving—haply, ’tis the wiser way. 

Meaning to give a treasure, I might dole 
Coin after coin out (each, as that were all. 

With a new largess still at each despair) 

And force you keep in sight the deed, reserve 
Exhaustless till the end my part and yours, 

My giving and your taking, both our joys 
Dying together* Is it the wiser way V 
I choose the simpler ; I give all at once* 

Know what you have to trust to, trade upon. 
Use it, abuse it,—anything but say 
Hereafter, ** Had 1 known she loved me so. 


010 
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And what luy means, I might have thriven with it.” 

This is your means. I give you all myselh 

KORBKKT, 

I take you and thank God* 

COKSTANCP. 

Look on through years ! 

We cannot kiss a second day like this, 

Else were this earth, no earth. 

W^ith this day^s heat 
We shall go on through years of cold. 

(XJNSTAKCB, 

So best. 

I try to see those years—I think I see. 

You walk quick and new warmth comes ; you look back 
And lay all to the first glow—not sit down 630 

For ever brooding on a day like this 
While seeing the embers whiten and love die. 

Yes, love lives best in its effect; and mine, 

Full in its own life, yearns to live in yours. 

KORBEHT. 

Just so* I take and know you all at once. 

Your soul is disengaged so easily, 

Your face is there, I know you ; give me time. 

Let me be proud and think you shall know me. 

My soul is slower : in a life 1 roll 

The minute out in >vhich you condense yours— 040 
The whole slow circle round you I must move 
To be just you, I look to a long life 
To decompose this minute, prove its worth. 

’Tis the sparks’ long succession one hj one 
Shall show you in the end what fire was crammed 
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In that mere stone you struck : you could not know^ 

If it lay ever unproved in your sight, 

As now my heart lies ? your own warmth would hide 
Its coldness, were it cold. 

OONSTA.VCB. 

But how prove, how ? 

KORBEHt. 

Prove in my life, you ask ? 

CONST ANCB. 

Quick, Norbert—how ? $50 

KORBEHT. 

That’s easy told. I count life just a stuff 
To try the soid’s strength on, educe the man. 

Who keeps one end in view makes all things sen^e. 

As with the body—he who hurls a lance 
Or heaps up stone on stone, shews strength alike. 

So I will seize and use all means to prove 
And shew this soul of mine you crown as yours. 

And justify us both. 

CONSTAKCE. 

Could you write books. 
Paint pictures ! one sits down in poverty 
And writes or paints, with pity for the rich. 6<KJ 

NOBBERT, 

And loves one’s painting and one’s writing too, 

And not one’s mistress ! All is best, believe, 

And we best as no other than we are. 

We live, and they experiment on life 

Those poets, painters, all who stand aloof 

To overlook the farther, Ijct us be 

The thing they look at! I might take tliat face 

And write of it and paint it—to what end ? 
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For whom ? what pale dicta tress in the air 
Feeds, smiling sadly, her fine ghost-like form G70 

With earth's real blood and breath, the beauteous life 
She makes despised for ever t You are mine. 

Made for me, not for others in the world. 

Nor yet for that which I should call my art. 

That cold calm power to see how fair you look. 

I come to you—I leave you not, to write 
Or paint. You are, I am. Let Rubens there 
Paint us- 

COKSTAKCB, 

So best I 

KOnUKET, 

I understand your soul. 

You live, and rightly sympathise with life. 

With action, power, eueceas : this way is straight. 680 
And days were short beside, to let me change 
The craft my childhood learnt; my craft shall serve. 
Men set me here to subjugate, enclose. 

Manure their barren lives and force the fruit 
First for themselves, and afterward for me 
In the due tithe ; the task of some one man, 

By ways of work appointed by themselves. 

I am not bid create, they see no star 
Transfiguring my brow to warrant that— 

But bind in one and carry out their wills. COO 

So I began : to*night sees how I cnd. 

What if it see, too, my first outbreak here 
Amid the warmth, surprise and sympathy, 

The instincts of the heart that teach the head ? 

What if the people have discerned in me 
The dawn of the next nature, the new man 
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^Vhose will they venture in the place of theirs. 
And whom they trust to find them out new ways 
To the new heights which yet he only sees ? 

I felt it when you kissed me. See this Queen, 
This people—in our phrase, this mass of men— 
See how the mass lies passive to my hand 
And how my hand is plastic, and you by 
To make the muscles iron 1 Oh, an end 
Shall crown this issue as this crowns the first* 

My will be on this people ! then, the strain, 

The grappling of the potter with hia clay. 

The long uncertain struggle,—the success 
In that uprising of the spirit-work. 

The vase shaped to the curl of thj god’s lip, ^ 
While rounded fair for lower men to see 
The Graces in a dance they recognise 
With turbulent applause and laughs of heart! 

So triumph ever shall renew itself; 

Ever to end in efforts higher yet. 

Ever begun- 


CONSTANCE, 

I ever helping ? 


700 
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NORBEifT* 

Thus I 

[^5 he tfnltraeea hfTf enter (he QvEEN, 


CONSTANCE, 

Hist, madam—so I have performed my park 
You see your gratitude’s true decency, 

Norbert ? a little slow in seeing it! 

Begun to end the sooner. What’s a kiss 2 720 


Constance! 


NDBBKilT, 
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ookstance. 

Why, must I teach it you again ? 

You want a witness to your dullness, sir ? 

Wliat I saying these ten minutes long f 
Then I repeat—when some young handsome man 
Like you has acted out a part like yours, 

Is pleased to fall in love with one beyond. 

So very far beyond him, as he says— 

So hopelessly in love, that but to speak 
Would prove bim mad, he thinks judiciously. 

And makes some insignificant good soul 730 

Like me, his friend, adviser, confidant 
And very stalking-horse to cover him 
In following after what he dares not face— 

When his end’s gained—(sir, do you understand t) 

When she, he dares not face, has loved him first, 

—May I not say so, madam ?—tops his hope, ^ 

And overpasses so his wildest dream, 

With glad consent of all, and most of her 
The confidant who brought the same about— 

Why, in the moment when such joy explodes, 740 

I do say that the merest gentleman 
Will not start rudely from the stalking-horse, 

* Dismiss it with a “ There, enough of you ! ” 

Forget it, show his back umnannerly ; 

But like a liberal heart will rather turn 
And say, A tingling time of hope was ours— 

Betwixt the fears and faulteringa—we two lived 
A chanceful time in waiting for the prize. 

The confidant, the Constance, served not ill i 
And though T shall forget her in due time, 

Her use being answered now, as reason bids, 
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Nay as herself bids from her heart of hearts. 

Still, she has rights, the first thanks go to her, 

The first good praise goes to the prosperous tool, 

And the first—which is the last—thankful kiss,*’ 

—Constance ? it is a dream—ah see you smile I 

OOKSTANCB. 

So, now his part being properly performed, 

Madam, I turn to you and finish mine 
As duly—I do justice in my turn* 

Yes, madam, he has loved you—long and well— 700 

He could not hope to tel! you so—’twas I 
Who served to prove your soul accessible. 

I led his thoughts on, drew them to their place, 

When oft they had wandered out into despair. 

And kept love constant toward it« natural aim* 

Enough—my part is played; you stoop half-way 
And meet us royally and spare our fears— 

*Tis like yourself—he thanks you, so do I* 

Take him—with my full heart! my work is praised 
By what comes of it- Be you happy, both ! 770 

Yourself—the only one on earth who can— 

Do all for him, much more than a mere heart 
Which though warm is not useful in its warmth 
As the silk vesture of a queen 1 fold that 
Around him gently, tenderly. For him— 

For him,—he knows his own part. 

NOUBEST, 

Have you done ? 

I take the jest at last. Should I speak now t 
Was yours the wager, Constance, foolish child, 

Or did you but accept it ? Well—at least, ■ 

You lose by it. 
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CONSTAWCa. 

Now madam, ’tis your turn* 780 
Restrain him still from speech a little more 
And make him happier and more confident I 
Pity him, madam, he is timid yet* 

Mark, Norbert 1 do not shrink now 1 Here I yield 
My whole right in you to the Queen, observe ! 

With her go put in practice the great schemes 
You teem with, follow the career else closed^— 

Be all you cannot be except by her I 
Behold her,-—Madam, say for pity’s sake 
Anything—frankly say you love him. Else 790 

He’ll not believe it: there^s more earnest in 
His fear than you conceive—I know the man* 

NORBERT* 

I know the woman somewhat, and confess 
I thought she had jested better—she begins 
To overcharge her part* I gravely wait 
Your pleasure, madam : where is my reward ? 

QUERN* 

Norbert, this wild girl {whom I recognise 
Scarce more than you do, in her fancy-fit. 

Eccentric speech and variable mirth, 

Not very wise perhaps and somewhat bold 800 

Yet suitable, the whole night’s work being strange) 
—May still be right: I may do well to speak 
And make authentic what appears a dream 
To even myself* For, what she says, is true— 

Yes, Norbert—what you spoke but now of love, 
Devotion, stirred no novel sense in me. 

But justified a warmth felt long before. 

Yes, from the first—I loved you, I shall say,— 

B. M. & W. 
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Strange! but 1 do grow stronger, now ’tis said. 

Your courage helps mine : you did well to speak 810 
To-night, the night that crowns your twelvemonths^ toil— 
But still I had not waited to discern 
Your heart so long, believe me 1 From the first 
The source of so much zeal was almost plain, 

In absence even of your own words just now 
Which opened out the truth. ’Tis very strange. 

But takes a happy ending—in your love 
Which Tniiie meets : be it so—as you choose me. 

So I choose you. 

NOliBERT 

And worthily you choose 1 

I will not be unworthy your esteem, 820 

No, madam. I do love you ; I will meet 
Your nature, now I know it; this was well, 

I see,—you dare and you are justified ; 

But none had ventured such experiment. 

Less versed than you in nobleness of heart. 

Less confident of finding it in me, 

I like that thus you test me ere you grant 

The dearest, richest, beauteouscst and best 

Of women to my arms ! ’tis like yourself I 

So—back again into my part’s set words^— 830 

Devotion to the uttermost is yours. 

But no, you cannot, madam, even you. 

Create in me the love our CV>nstance does. 

Or—something truer to the tragic phrase— 

Not yon mag noli a-bell superb with scent 
Invites a certain insect—that’s myself— 

But the small eye-flower nearer to the ground: 

I take this lady ! 
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00K9TANCB, 

Stay—not her"s, the trap— 

Stay, Norbert—that mistake were worst of alL 

(He is too cunning, madam !) it was I. S40 

I, Norbert, who • . , 

KOBBERT, 

You, was it, Constance ? Then, 
But for the grace of this divinest hour 
Which gives me you, I should not pardon here. 

I am the Queen’s : she only knows my brain— 

She may experiment therefore on my heart 
And I instruct her too by the result; 

But you, sweet, you who know me, who so long 
Have told my heart-beats over, held mj life 
In those w-hite liauds of yours,—it is not well * 
coxstance. 

Tush ! I have said it, did I not say it all ? 850 

The life, for her—the heart-beats, for her sake ! 

Enough I my cheek grows red, I think. Your test! 
There’s not the meanest woman in the world. 

Not she I least could love in all the world. 

Whom, did she love me, did love prove itself, 

I dared insult as you insult me now. 

Cbnstance, I could say, if it must be said, 

Take back the soul you offer—I keep mine ” 

But—Take the soul still quivering on your hand. 

The soul so offered, which I cannot use, 860 

And, please you, give it to some friend of mine, 

For—what’a the trifle he requites me with ? 

I, tempt a woman, to amuse a man, 

That two may mock her heart if it succumb f 
Q2 
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No ! fearing God and standing ’neatk his heaveiij 
I would not dare insult a woman so. 

Were she the meanest woman in the world. 

And he, I cared to please, ten emperors ! 


Norbert! 


CON* STANCH. 

nohheet. 


I love once as I live but once. 

What case is tiiis to think or talk about ? 870 

I love you. Would it mend the case at all 
Should such a step as this kill love in me ? 

Your part were done : account to God for it. 

But mine—could murdered love get up again, 

And kneel to whom you pleased to designate 
And make you mirth ? It is too horrible. 

You did not know this, Constance ? now you know 
That body and soul have each one life, but one t 
And here’s my love, here, living, at your feet. 


CONSTANCE, 

See the Queen Norbert—this one more last word— 880 

If thus you have taken jest for earnest—tlius 
Loved me in earnest... 


KORUEET, 

Ah, no jest holds here S 
Where is the laughter in wliieh jests break up ? 

And what this horror that grows palpable ? 

Madam—why grasp you thus the balcony ? 

Have I done ill ? Have I not spoken the truth ? 
How could I other ? lYas it not your test. 

To try me, and what my love for Constance meant ? 
Madam, your royal soul itself approves, 
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The first, that I should choose thus! so one takes 800 
A beggar—asks him what would buy his child, 

And then r*pprovei the expected laugh of scorn 
Returned as something noble from the rags» 

Speak, Constance, I*m the beggar I Ha, what’s this ? 
You two glare each at each like panthets now. 

Constance—the world fades ; only you stand there ! 

You did not in to-night’s wild whirl of things 
Sell me—your soul of souls, for any price ? 

No—no—*tjs easy to believe in you. 

Was it your love’s mad trial to o’ertop 000 

Mine by this vain self-sacrifice ? well, still*— 

Though I should curse, I love you. I am love 
And cannot change ! love’s self is at your feet. 

[QtJEEX gOfS OltL 


Feel my heart; let it die against your own, 

No^BKar. 

Against my own ! explain not; let this be. 
This is life’s height. 


COKSTANCE. 

Yours ! Yours 1 Yours ! 

NOHBEHT. 

You and I— 

Why care by what meanders we are here 
In the centre of the labyrinth ? men have died 
Trying to find this place out, which we have found, 

CONSTAKCE. 

Found, found! 

Sweet, never fear what she can do— 910 
We are past harm now. 
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CONSTAKCB* 

On the breast of God. 


I thought of men—as if you were a iriUn* 

Tempting him w*ith a crown! 

^ KOBBEBT, 

This must end lu*re— 


It is too perfect! 

COXSTAVCE* 

There’s the music stopped. 
What measured heavy tread ? it is one blaze 
About me and within me* 


NOBBKBT* 

Oh, some death 
Will run its sudden finger round this spark. 
And sever us from the rest— 


COKSTAKCE. 

And so do well, 


Now the doors open— 

KORBEHT* 

’Tis the guard comes* 


COK STANCE* 



SAUL. 


1 , 

Said Abner, “ At last thou art come I Ere T tell, ere 

thou speak. 

Kiss my cheek, wish me well! ” Then I wished it, and 

did kiss his cheek. 

And he, “ Since the King, 0 my friend, for thy counten¬ 
ance sent. 

Neither drunken nor eaten have w-e; nor until from his 
tent 

Thou return with the joyful assurance the King livethyet. 

Shall our lip with the honey be bright, wuth the water 
be wet. 

For out of the black mid-tent’s silence, a space of three 
days. 

Not a sound hath escaped to thy servants, of prayer or 
of praise, 

To betoken that Saul and the Spirit have ended their 
strife, 

And that, faint in his triumph, the monarch sinks back 
upon life. 
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2 . 

Yet now my heart leaps^ O beloved i God’s child, with 

his dew 

Oil thj gracious gold hair, and those lilies still living and 
blue 

Just broken to twine round tbj harp-strings, as if no 
wild heat 

Were now raging to torture the desert! ” 

3. 

Then I, as was meet, 

Knelt down to the God of my fathers, and rose on mj 
feet. 

And ran o'er the sand burnt to powder. The tent was 
unlooped; 

I pulled up the spear that obstnicted, and under I 
stooped ; 

Hands and knees on the slippery grass-patch, all withered 
, and gone. 

That extends to the second enclosure, I groped my way on 

Till I felt where the foldskirts fly open* Then once 
more I prayed. 

And opened the foldskirts and entered, and was not 

afraid, 

But spoke, “ Here is David, thy servaut!'’ And no 
voice replied. 

At the first I saw nought but the blackness; but soon 
I descried 

A something more black than the blackness—the vast 
the upright 

Main prop which sustains the pavilion; and slow into 
'sight 
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Grew a figure against it, gigantic and blackest of all;— 

Tiien a sunbeam, that burst tbro’ the tent-roof,— 

showed Sa\il. 

4 . 

He stood as erect as that tent-prop ; both arms atretehed 

out wide 

On the great cross-support in the centre, that goes to 

each side: 

He relaxed not a muscle, but hung there,—as, caught 
in his pangs 

And waiting his change the king-serpent all heavily 

hangs. 

Far away from his kind, in the pine, till deliverance come 

With the spring-time,—so agonized Saul, drear and stark, 

blind and dumb. 


5 . 

Then 1 tuned my harp,—^took off the lilies we twine 

round its chords 

Lest they snap ’neatli the stress of the noontide—^those 

sunbeams like swords ! 

And I first played the tune all our sheep know, as, one 

after one, 

So docile they come to the peu-door, till folding be done. 

They are white and iintorn by the bushes, for lo, they 

have fed 

Where the long grasses stifle the water within the 
stream’s bed ; 

And now one after one seeks its lodging, as star follois'^ 
star 

Into eve and the blue far above us,—-so blue and sc far I 
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6 , 

—Then the tune, for wliicli quails on the coniland will 

each leave his mate 

To fly after the player; then, what nialccs the crickets 

elate, 

Till for boldness they fight one another : and then, what 

has weight 

To set the quick jerboa a-musing outside his sand house— 

There ate none such as he for a wonder, half bird and 
half mouse!— 

God made all the creatures and gave them our love and 
our fear, 

To give sign, we and they are his children, one family 
here. , 

7. 

Then I played the help*tnne of our reapers, their wine* 
song, when hand 

Grasps at hand, eye lights eye in good friendship, and 

great hearts expand 

And grow one in the sense of this world’s life*—And 
then, the last song 

When the dead man is praised on his journey—“ Bear, 

bear him along 

With his few faults shut np like dead flowerets S are 
balm*seeds not here 

To console us ? The land has none left, such as* he on 
the bier. 

Oh, would we might keep thee^ my brother ! ”—And 
then, the glad chaunt 

Of the marriage,—first go the young maidens, next, she 
whom we vaunt 
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As the beauty, the pride of our dwelling.—^And then, the 

great march 

Wherein man runs to man to assist him and buttress an 

arch 

Nought can break ; w^ho shall harm them, our friends? 

—Then, the chorus intoned 

As the Levites go up to the altar in glory enthroned . . * 

But I stopped here—for here in the darkness, Saul 

groaned. 


8 . 

And I paused, held my breath in such silence, and 

listened apart; 

And the tent shook, for mighty Saul shuddered,—and 

sparkles ’gan dart 

From the jewels that woke in his turban at once with 

a start— 

All its lordly male-sapphires, and rubies courageous at 

heart. 

So the head—but the body still moved not, still hung 

there erect. 

And I bent once again to my playing, pursued it un¬ 
checked, 

As I sang,— 

9. 

** Oh, our manhood’s prime vigour I no 
spirit feels waste, 

Not a muscle is stopped in its playing, nor sinew un¬ 
braced. 


Oh, the wild joys of living ! the leaping from rock up to 

rock— 

The strong rending of boughs from the fir-tree,—the 

cool silver shock 
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Of the plunge in a pool’s living water,—the hunt of the 

bear. 

And the sultriness shewing the lion is couched in his lair. 

And the meal—the rich dates*—yellowed over with gold 

dust divine, 

And the locustVflesh steeped in the pitcher; the full 

draught of wine. 

And the sleep in the dried riv^er-channel where bull- 

rushes tell 

That the water was wont to go warbling so softly and 

well. 

How good ia man’s life, the mere living! how fit to 

employ 

All the heart and the soul and the senses, for ever in ]oy I 

Hast thou loved the wliite locks of thy father, whose 

sword thou didst guard 

When he trusted thee forth with the armies, for glorious 

reward ? 

Didst thou see the thin hands of thy mother, held up as 
men sung 

The low song of the nearly-departed, and heard her faint 

tongue 

Joining in while it could to the witness, ‘ Let one more 

attest, 

I have lived, seen God’s hand thro’ a lifetime, and all 

was for best . . • ’ 

Then they sung thro’ their tears in strong triumph, not 

much,—but the rest. 

And thy brothers, the help and the contest, the working 

whence grew 

Such result as from seething grape-bundles, the spirit 

strained true ! 
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And the friends of thy boyhood—that boyhood of 

wonder and hope. 

Present promise, and wealth of the future beyond the 

eye’s scope,— 

Till lo, thou art grown to a monarch ; a people is thine ; 

And all gifts which the world offers singly, on one head 

combine ! 

On one head, all the beauty and strength, love and rage, 

like the throe 

That, a-work in the rock, helps its labour, and lets the 

gpld go : 

High ambition and deeds which surpass it, fame crown¬ 
ing it,—all 

Brought to blaze on the head of one creature—King 

Saul J ’’ 

10 . 

And lo, with that leap of my spirit, heart, hand, harp 

and voice. 

Each lifting Saul’s name out of sorrow, each bidding 

rejoice 

SauFs fame in the light it was made for—as when, dare 

I say. 

The Lord’s army in rapture of service, strains through 

its array. 

And upsoareth the cherubim-chariot—Saul! ” cried 

I, and stopped, 

And waited the thing that should follow. Then Saul, 

who hung propt 

By the tent’s cross-support in the centre, was struck by 

his name. 

Have ye seen when Spring’s arrowy summons goes right 

to the aim. 



23H 


SA0L, 


And some mountain, the last to withstand her, that held, 

(he alone. 

While the vale laughed in freedom and flowers) on a 

broad bust of stone 

A year’s snow bound about for a breastplate,—leaves 

grasp of the sheet ? 

Fold on fold all at once it crowds thunderously down 

to his feet. 

And there fronts you, stark, black but alive yet, your 

mountain of old, 

With his rents, the successive bequeathings of ages 

untold— 

Yea, each harm got in fighting your battles, each furrow 

and scar 

Of his head thrust ’twixt you and the tempest—all hail, 

there they are! 

Now again to be softened with verdure, again hold the 
nest 

Of the dove, tempt the goat and its young to the green 

on its crest 

For their food in the ardours of sunimer! One long 
shudder thrilled 

All the tent till the very air tingled, then sank and was 
stilled. 

At the King’s self left standing before me, released and 
aware. 

What was gone, what remained ? all to traverse ’twixt 

hope and despair— 

Death was past, life not come—so he waitedi Awhile 

his right hand 

Held the brow, helped the eyes left too vacant forthwith 
to remand 
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To their place what new objects should enter: ’twas 

Saul as before. 

I looked up and dared gaze at those eyes, nor was hurt 

any more 

Than by slow pallid sunsets in autumn, ye watch from 

the shore 

At their sad level gaze o’er the ocean—a sun’s slow 

decline 

Over hills which, resolved in stern silence, o’erlap and 

entwine 

Base with base to knit strength more intense ; so, arm 
folded in arm 

O’er the chest whose slow heavings subsided. 


11 . 

What spell or what charm, 

(For, awhile there was trouble within me) what next 

should I urge 

To sustain him where song had restored him ?“Song 

filled to the verge 

His cup with the wine of this life, pressing all that it 

yields 

Of mere fruitage, the strength and the beauty ! Beyond, 

on what fields. 

Glean a vintage more potent and perfect to brighten the 

eye 

And bring blood to the lip, and commend them the cuj> 

they put by ? 

He saith, ** It is good ; ” still he drinks not—he lets me 

praise life, 

Gives assent, yet would die for his own part. 
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12 . 

Then fancies grew rife 

Which had come long ago on the pastures, when round 

me the sheep 

Fed in silence—above, the one eagle wheeled slow as in 
sleep, 

And I lay in my hollow, and mused on the world that 

might lie 

"Neath his ken, though I saw but the strip "twixt the 

hill and the sky : 

And I laughed—“ Since my days are ordained to be 
passed with my flocks. 

Let me people at least with my fancies, the plains and 

the rocks. 

Dream the life I am never to mix with, and image the 

show 

Of mankind as they live in those fashions I hardly shall 

know! 

Schemes of life, its best rules and right uses, the courage 

that gains. 

And the prudence that keeps what men strive for/’ 

And now these old trains 

Of vague thought came again; I grew surer; so once 
more the string 

Of my harp made response to my spirit, as thus— 

13 . 

Yea, jny king,” 

I began—“ thou dost w^ell in rejecting mere comforts 

that spring 

From the mere mortal life held in common by man and 
by brute : 
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In our flfj&li grows tke kranck of this life, in our soul it 

bears fruit* 

Thou hast marked the slow rise of the tree,—how its 

stem trembled first 

Till it passed the kid’s lip, the stag’s antler ; then safely 

outburst 

The fan-branches all round ; and thou mindedst when 

these too, in turn 

Broke a-bloom and the palm-tree seemed perfect; yet 

more was to learn, 

Ev’n the good that comes in with the palm-fruit. Our 

dates shall we slight, 

When their juice brings a cure for all sorrow ? or care 
for the plight 

Of the palm’s self whose slow growth produced them ? 

Not so ! stem and branch 

Shall decay, nor be known in their place, while the pahn- 

wine shall staunch 

Every wound of man’s spirit in winter. I pour thee 

such wine. 

Leave the fiesh to the fate it was fit for! the spirit be thine! 

By the spirit, when age shall overcome thee, thou still 

shalt enjoy 

More indeed, than at first when inconscious, the lifeof a boy. 

Crush that life, and behold its wine running ! each deed 

thou hast done 

Dies, revives, goes to work in the world; until e’en as 

the sun 

Looking down on the earth, though clouds spoil him, 
though tempests efface. 

Can find nothing liis own deed produced not, must every 

w^here trace 
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The results of Ms past summer^prime,—so, each ray of 

thy will, 

Every flash of thy passion and prowess, long over, shall 

thrill 

Thy whole people the countless, with ardour, till they 

too give forth 

A like cheer to their sons, who in turn, fill the south and 
the north 

With the radiance thy deed was the germ of. Carouse 
in the past- 

But the license of age has its limit; thou dieat at 
last. 

As the lion when age dims his eye*ball, the rose at her 
height, 

So with man—so his power and his beauty for ever take 
flight. 

No I again a long draught of my soul-wine 1 look forth 
o’er the years— 

Thou hast done now with eyes for the actual; begin 

with the seer’s! 

Is Saul dead ¥ in the depth of the vale make his tomb 

—bid arise 

A grey mountain of marble heaped four-square, till built 
to tlie skies. 

Let it mark where the great First King slumbers—whose 

fame would ye know ? 

Up above see the rock’s naked face, where the record 

shall go 

In great characters cut by the scribe,—^Such w^as Saul, 
so he did; 

With the sages directing the work, by the populace 
chid,— 
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For not half, they’ll affirm, is comprised there I Which 

fault to amend, 

In the grove with his kind grows the cedar, whereon they 

shall spend 

(See, in tablets ’tis level before them) their praise, and 

record 

With the gold of the graver, SauFs story,—the states¬ 
man's great word 

Side by side with the poet’s sweet comment. The 

river’s a*wave 

With smooth paper-reeds grazing each other when 

prophet winds rave: 

Sothe pen givesunborn generations theirdue andtheirpart 

In thy being! Then, first of the mighty, thank God 

that thou art-’* 

14 . 

And behold while I sang ., But 0 Thou who didst grant 
me that day, 

And before it not seldom hast granted, thy help to essay 

Carry on and complete an adventure,—my Shield and 
my Sword 

In that act where my soul was thy servant, thy word 

was my word,— 

Still he with me, who then at the summit of human 

endeavour 

And scaling the highest man’s thought could, gazed 
hopeless as ever 

On the new stretch of Heaven above me—till. Mighty 
to save, 

Just one lift of thy hand cleared that distance—God’s 
throne from man’s grave! 

E 2 
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Let me tell out my tale to its ending—my voice to my 

heart. 

Which can scarce dare believe in what marvels that 

night I took part, 

As this morning I gather the fragments, alone with my 
sheep, 

And still fear lest the terrible glory evanish Eke sleep [ 

For 1 wake in the grey dewy covert, while Hebron up¬ 
heaves 

The dawn stniggEng with night on liis shoulder, and 
Kidron retrieves 

Slow the damage of yesterday’s sunshine. 

15, 

I say then,—my song 

While I sang thus, assuring the monarch, and ever more 

strong 

Made a proffer of good to console him—he slowly re¬ 
sumed 

Hia old motions and habitudes kingly. The right hand 

replumed 

His black locks to their wonted composure, adjusted the 

swrathes 

Of his turban, and see—the huge sweat that his coun¬ 
tenance bathes, 

He wipes off with the robe ; and he girds now his loins 

as of yore, 

And feels slow for the armlets of price, with the clasp 

set before- 

He is Saul, ye remember in glory,—ere error had bent 

The broad brow from the daily communion ; and stiU, 
though much spent 
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. Be the life and the hearing that front you, the same, 

God did choose. 

To receive what a man may waste, desecrate, never quite 

lose. 

So sank he along by the tent-prop, till, stayed by the 

pile 

Of his armour and war-cloak and garments, he leaned 

there awhile. 

And so sat out my singing,—one arm round the tent- 

prop, to raise 

His bent head, and the other hung slaek^—till I touched 

on the praise ^ * 

I foresaw from all men in all times, to the man patient 

there. 

And thus ended, the harp falling forward. Then first 

I was ’ware 

That he sat, as I say, with my head just above his vast 

knees 

Which were thrust out on each side around me, Eke oak- 

roots which please 

To encircle a lamb when it slumbers. I looked up to 

know 

If the best I could do had brought solace : he spoke not, 

but slow 

Lifted up the hand slack at his side, till he laid it with 
care 

Soft and grave, but in mild settled will, on my brow: 

thro’ mj hair 

The large fingers were pushed, and he bent back my 

head, with kind power— 

All my face back, intent to peruse it, as men do a 
fiower. 
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Thus held he me there with his great eyes that scruti¬ 
nised mine— 

And oh, all my heart how it loved him I but where was 
the sign ? 

I yearned—'* Could I help thee, my father, inventing 
a bliss, 

I would add to that life of the past, both the future and this, 

I would give thee new life altogether, as good, ages hence, 

As this moment,—had love but the warrant, love’s heart 
to dispense ! ” 


16 , 

Then the truth came upon me. No harp more—^no 
song more ! out-broke— 


17. 

** I have gone the whole round of Creation : I saw and 
I spoke! 

I, a work of God’s hand for that purpose, received in my 
brain 

And pronounced on the rest of his handwork—returned 
him again 

His creation’s approval or censure : I spoke as I saw. 

I report, as a man may of God’s work—all’s love, yet 
all’s law! 

Now I lay down the judgeship he lent me* Each faculty 
* tasked 

To perceive him, has gained an abyss, where a dew- 
drop was asked. 

Have I knowledge ? confounded it shrivels at wisdom 
laid bare* 

Have I forethought ? how purblind, how blank, to the 
Infinite care I 
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Do I ta&k any faculty higiicst, to imago success ? I ^ library “ 
I but open my eyes^—and perfection, no more and no ^ 

In the kind I imagined, full-fronts me,and God is seen 
In the star, in the stone, in the flesh, in the soul and the 

clod- 

And thus looking within and around me, I ever renew 
(With that stoop of the soul which in bending upraises 

it too) 

The submission of Man’s nothing-perfect to God’s All- 

Complete, 

As by each new obeisance in spirit, I climb to his feet I 
Yet with all this abounding experience, this Deity known, 

I shall dare to discover some province, some gift of my 

own. 

There’s one faculty pleasant to exercise, hard to hood¬ 
wink, 

I am fain to keep still in abeyance, {I laugh as I think) 

Lest, insisting to claim and parade in it, wot ye, I worst 
E’en the Giver in one gift—Behold! I could love if 

I durst! 

But I sink the pretension as fearing a man may o ertake 
God’s own speed in the one way of love i I abstain, for 

love’s sake I 

—What, my soul ? see thus far and no farther ? when 

doors great and small, 

Nine-and-ninety flew ope at our touch, should the 

hundredth appal ? 

In the least things, have faith, yet distrust in the greatest 

of all ? 

Do I find love so full in my nature, God’s ultimate gift. 

That I doubt bis own love can compete with it ? here, 

the parts shift ? 
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Here, the creature Burpass the Creator, the end, what 
Began ?— 

Would I fain in ray impotent yearning do ail for this man, 

And dare doubt He alone shall not help him, who yet 
alone can ? 

Would it ever have entered my mind, the bare will, 
much less power, 

To bestow on this Saul what I sang of, the marvellous 
dower 

Of the life he was gifted and filled with ? to make such 
a soul, 

Such a body, and then such an earth for insphering the 
whole ? 

And doth it not enter my mind (as my warm tears attest) 

These good things being given, to go on, and give one 
more, the best ? 

Ay, to save and redeem and restore him, maintain at 
the height 

This perfection,—succeed with life’s dayspring, death’s 
minute of night ? 

Interpose at the difficult minute, snatch Saul, the 
mistake, 

Saul, the failure, the ruin he seems now,—and bid him 
awake 

From the dream, the probation, the prelude, to find him- 
self set 

Clear and safe in new light and new life,—a new harmony 
yet 

To be run, and continued, and ended—who knows ?—or 
endure I 

The man taught enough by life’s dream, of the rest to 
make sure. 
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By the pain-throb^ triumphantly mnnmg intensified 
bliss, 

And the next worid^s reward and repose, by the struggle 
in this. 


18 . 

** I believe it! ’tis Thou, God, that givest, ’tis I who 
receive: 

In the first is the last, in thy will is my power to believe- 

Ail’s one gift: thou canst grant it moreover, as prompt 
to my prayer 

As I breathe out this breath, as I open these arms to the 

air. 

From thy will, stream the worlds, life and nature, thy 

dread Sabaoth : 

/ will f —the mere atoms despise me 1 amT why am I loth 

To look that, even that in the face too ? why is it I 
dare 

Think but lightly of such impuissance ? what stops my 
despair ? 

This;—’tis not what man Does which exalts him, but 

what man Would do ! 

See the king—I would help him but cannot, the wishes 
fall through. 

Could I wrestle to raise him from sorrow, grow poor to 
enrich, 

To fill up his life, starve my own out, I would—knowing 

which, 

I know that my service is perfect.—Oh, speak through 
me now ! 

Would I suffer for him that I love ? So wilt Thou—^so 
wilt Thou! 
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So shall crown thee the topmost; ioeffableat, nttermoat 

Crowii^— 

And thy love fill iafinitude wholly, nor leave up nor do wn 
One spot for the creature to stand in! It is by no 

breath, 

Turn of eye, wave of hand, that Salvation joins issue 

with death ! 

As thy Love is discovered almighty, almighty be proved 
Thy power, that earists with and for it, of Being beloved 1 
He who did most, shall bear most; the strongest shall 

stand the most weak. 

’Tis the weakness in strength that I cry for! my fiesh, 
that I seek 

In the Godhead I I seek and I find it. 0 Saul, it shall be 
A Face like my face that receives thee: a Man like to me, 
Thou shalt love and be loved by, for ever ! a Hand like 
this hand 

Shall throw open the gates of new life to thee I See the 

Christ stand ! 

19 . 

I know not too well how I found my way home in the 

night. 

There were witnesses, cohorts about me, to left and to 
right, 

Angels, powers, the unuttered, unseen, the alive—the 

aware^— 

I repressed, I got through them as hardly, as strugglingly 

there, 

As a runner beset by the populace famished for news- 
life or death- The whole earth was awakened, hell 
loosed with her crews ; 
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And the stars of night beat with emotion^ and tingled 

and shot 

Out ill fire the strong pain of pent knowledge: but 

I fainted not. 

For the Hand still impelled me at once and supported— 

suppressed 

All the tumult, and quenched it with quiet, and holy 

behest, 

Till the rapture was shut in itself, and the earth sank to rest. 

Anon at the dawn, all that trouble had withered from 

earth— 

Not so much, but I saw it die out in the day^s tender 

birth; 

In the gathered intensity brought to the grey of the hills ■ 

In the shuddering forests* new awe ; in the sudden wind- 

thrills : 

In the startled wild beasts that bore ofi, each with eye 

sidling still 

Tho* averted, in wonder and dread; and the birds stiff 

and chill 

That rose heavily, as I approached them, made stupid 

with awe! 

E’en the serpent that slid away silent,—he felt the new 

Law, 

The same stared in the white humid faces upturned by 

the flowers; 

The same worked in the heart of the cedar, and moved 

the vine-bowers. 

And the little brooks witnessing murmured, persistent 

and low, 

With their obstinate, all but hushed voices—E’en so ! it 
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“ DE GUSTIBUS—” 


L 

Your ghost will walk, 70U lover of trees, 

{If loves remain) 

In an English lane. 

By a cornfield-side a-fiutter with poppies. 
Hark, those‘two in the hazel coppice— 

A boy and a girl, if the good fates please, 
Making love, say,— 

The happier they ! 

Draw yourself up from the light of the moon 
And let them pass, as they will too soon. 
With the beanflowers’ boon, 

' And the blackbird’s tune. 

And May, and June ! 

2 . 

What I love best in all the world, 

Is, a castle, precipice-cncurled. 

In a gash of the wind-grieved Apennine. 

Or look for me, old fellow of mine, 

(If I get ray head from out the mouth 


" DE QUSTIBITS—** 

0 ’ the grave, and loose my spirit’s bands, 

And come again to the land of lands)— 

In a sea-side house to the farther south, 
Wliere the baked cicalas die of drouth, 

And one sharp tree (’tis a cypress) stands, 

By the many hundred years red-rusted, 
Rough iron-spiked, ripe fniit-o’ercnisted, 

My sentinel to guard the sands 
To the water’s edge. For, what expands 
Without the house, but the great opaque 
Blue breadth of sea, and not a break ? 

While, in the house, for ever crumbles 
Some fragment of the frescoed walls. 

From blisters where a scorpion sprawls. 

A girl bare-footed brings and tumbles 
Down on the pavement, green-flesh melons. 
And says there’s news to-day—the king 
Was shot at, touched In the liyer-wing, 

Goes with his Bourbon arm in a sUng. 

—She hopes they have not caught the felons, 
Italy, my Italy! 

Queen Mary’s saying serves for me— 

{When fortune’s malice 
Lost her, Calais,) 

Open my heart and you will see 
Graved inside of it, Italy,” 

Such lovers old are I and she; 

So it always was, so it still shall be ! 
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WOMEN AND ROSES, 


1 , 

I DHEAM of a red-roise tree. 

And which of its roses three 
Is the dearest rose to me ? 

Round and round, like a dance of snow 
In a dazzling drift, as its guardians, go 
Floating the women faded for ages. 

Sculptured in stone, on the poet’s pages. 

Then follow the women fresh and gay, 

Living and loving and loved to-day. 

Last, in the rear, dee the multitude of maidenH, 
Beauties unborn. And all, to one cadence^ 
They circle their rose on my rose tree. 


3 . 

Dear rose, thy term is reached, 

Thy leaf hangs loose and hleaclied : 
Bees pass it unimpeached. 


women and E03E3, 
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4 . 

Stay then, stoop, since I cannot climh, 

You, great shapes of the antique time ! 

How shall I &x you, fire you, freeze you. 

Break my heart at your feet to please you ? 

Oh i to possess, and be possessed ! 

Hearts that beat ’neath each pallid breast I 
But once of love, the poesy, the passion, 

Drink once and die !—In vain, the same fashion, 
They circle their rose on my rose tree, 

5 . 

Dear rose, thy joy’s undimmed; 

Thy cup is ruby-rimmed, 

Thy cup’s heart nectar-brimmed* 

6 . 

Deep as drops from a statue’s plinth 
The bee sucked in by the hyacinth, 

So will I bury me while burning. 

Quench like him at a plunge my yearning, 

Eyes in your eyes, lips on your lips ! 

Fold me fast where the cincture slips, 

Prison all my soul in eternities of pleasure ! 
Girdle me once I But no—in their old measure 
They circle their rose on my rose tree. 


7 . 

Dear rose without a thorn. 
Thy bud’s the babe unborn: 
First streak of a new morn. 
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WOMBK AKD ROSSS. 


8 . 

Wings, lend wings for the cold, the clear! 

What^B far conquers what is near. 

Roses will bloom nor want beholders, 

Sprung from the dust where our own flesh moulders. 
What shall arrive with the cyclers change ? 

A novel grace and a beauty strange, 

I will make an Eve, be the artist that began her 
Shaped her to his mind I —Alas ! in like manner 
They circle their rose on my rose tree* 




PROTXJS. 


Amonh these latter busts we count by scores^ 
Half-emperors and quarter-emperors. 

Each with his bay-leaf fillet, loose-thonged, vest, 
Loric and low-browed Gorgon on the breast 
One loves a baby face, with violets there, 

Violets instead of laurel in the hair, 

As those were all the Ettle locks could bear. 

Now read here. “ Protus ends a period 
Of empery beginning with a god : 

Born in the porphyry chamber at Byzant; 

Queens by his cradle, proud and ministrant, 

And if he quickened breath there, ’twould like fire 
Pantingly through the dim vast realm transpire, 

A fame that he was missing, spread afar— 

The world, from its four corners, rose in war, 

Till he was borne out on a balcony 
To pacify the world when it should see. 

The captains ranged before him, one, his hand 
Made baby points at, gained the chief command. 

B. ir. & w. 0 
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PBOTUS. 


And daj by day more beautiful he grew 20 

In shape, all said, in feature and in hue, 

While young Greek scnlptoia gating on the child 
Were, so, with old Greek sculpture, reconciled. 

Already sages laboured to condense 
In easy tomes a life’s experience : 

And artists took grave counsel to impart 

In one breath and one hand-sweep, all their art— 

To make his graces prompt as blossoming 
Of plentifully-watered palms in spring : 

Since well beseems it, whoso mounts the throne, 30 
For b^uty, knowledge, strength, should stand alone. 
And mortals love the letters of his name.’’ 

—Stop ! Have you turned two pages ? Still the same. 
New reign, same date. The scribe goes on to say 
How that same year, on such a month and day, 

John the Pannonian, groutidedly believed 
A blacksmith’s bastard, whose hard hand reprieved 
The Empire from its fate the year before,— 

Came, had a mind to take the crown, and wore 
The same for six years, (during which the Huns 40 
Kept ofi their fingers from us) till his sons 
Put something in his liquor —and so forth* 

Then a new reign. Stay—“ Take at its just worth ” 
{Subjoins an annotator) “ what I give 
As hearsay. Some think John let Protus live 
And slip away, ’Tis said, he reached man’s age 
At some blind northern court; made first a page, 

Then, tutor to the children—last, of use 
About the huBting*stables. I deduce 
He wrote the little tract * On worming dogs,’ 
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PROTUS- 


Whereof tlie name in sundry catalogues 
Is extant yet, A Protua of tlie Race 
Is rumoured to have died a monk in Thrace^— 
And if the same> he reached senility,’^ 

Heroes John the Smith’s rough-hammered head, 
eye 

Gross jaw and griped lips do what granite can 
To give you the crown-grasper. What a man! 



HOLY-CROSS DAY. 


ON xvaicir TnB JBWS WESE forced to ATTEKR an AKXtJAt 

CHRISTIAN SERMON IN ROME. 


[“ Now was como about Holy-Gross Day, and now must my lord 
preach his first sermon to the Jews: as St was Of old cared for in the 
merciful bowels of the Church, iliat, so to speak, a crumb at least from 
her conspicuous table here in Ilome, should be, though but once yearly, 
cast to the famishing dogs, iinder*tnirapled and b@sp1tten-upon beneath 
the f^t of the guests. And a moving sight in truth, this, of so many o! 
the besotted, blind, restive and ready-to^nerish Hebrews! now patern¬ 
ally broughtr-^^, (for He saith, * Comp^ them to come inholed,, as 
It we^ by the head and bair, and against their obstinate hearts, lo 
partake of the h^ivenly grace, What awakening, what striving with 
team, what working of a yeasty conscience I Nor was my lord wanting 
tci hi^elf on so apt an occasion ’ witnesa the abundance of converaions 
which did incontinently reward him: though not to my lord be altogether 
the glory,”— by the BisUp^s Secretary, 1600^ 

Though what the Jews really said, on thiu- l>eing driven to church, 
was rather to this effect i 

L 

Fee, faw, fum ! bubble and squeak i 
Blessedest Thursday’s the fat of the week. 
Rumble and tumble, sleek and rough, 

Stinking and savoury, smug and gruff. 

Take the church-road, for the bell’s due chime 
Gives UB the summonfl—-’tis sermon-time* 




HOLY-CROSS 
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2 . 

Boh, here’s Barnabas ! Job, that’s you 7 
Up stumps Solomon—bustling too ? 

Shame, man I greedy beyond your years 
To handsel the bishop’s shaving-shears ? 

Fair play’s a jewel! leave friends in the lurch ? 
Stand on a line ere you start for the church. 


3. 

Higgledy piggledy, packed we lie, 

Rats in a hamper, swine in a stye. 

Wasps in a bottle, frogs in a sieve, 

Worms in a carcase, fleas in a sleeve. 

Hist! square shoulders, settle your thumbs 
And buzz for the bishop—here he comes. 

4, 

Bow, wow, wow—a bone for the dog ! 

I liken his Grace to an acorned hog. 

What, a boy at his side, with the bloom of a lass, 
To help and handle my lord’s hour-glass I 
Didst ever behold so lithe a chine 7 
His cheek hath laps like a fresh-singed swine. 


6 . 

Aaron’s asleep—shove hip to haunch, 

Or somebody deal him a dig in the paunch I 
Look at the purse with the'tassel and knob, 

And the gown with the angel and thingumbob. 
What’s he at, quotha 7 reading his text 1 
Now you’ve hia curtsey—and what comes next ? 
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UOL^-OUdSS DAY. 


6 . 

See to out converts—you doomed black dozeii— 
No stealing away—nor cog nor cozen ! 

You five that were thieves, deserve it fairly ; 

You seven that were beggars, will live less sparely 
You took your turn and dipped in the hat, 

Got fortune—and fortune gets you ; mind that t 


7 . 

Give your first groan—compunction^s at work; 
And soft! from a Jew you mount to a Turk. 

Lo, Micah,—the selfsame beard on chin 
He was four times already converted in ! 

Here^s a knife, clip quick—it’s a sign of grace— 
Or he ruins us all with his hanging-face. 

Whom now is the bishop a-leering at ? 

I know a point where his text falls pat. 
rii tell him to-morrow, a word Just now 
Went to my heart and made me vow 
I meddle no more with the worst of trades— 
Let somebody else pay his serenades. 


9 . 

Groan all together now, whee—hee—hee ! 

It’s a-work, it*s a-work, ah, woe is me I 
It began, when a herd of ns, picked and placed. 

Were spurred thlough the Corso, stripped to the waist 
Jew-brutes, with sweat and blood well spent * 

To usher in worthily Christian Lent. 


HGx*y*OEoga HAY* 
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10 - 

It grew, when the hangman entered oux bounds. 
Yelled, pricked us out to this church like hounds* 
It got to a pitch, when the hand indeed 
Which gutted my purse, would throttle my creed. 
And it overflows, when, to even the odd, 

Men I helped to their sins, help me to their God. ‘ 

11 . 

But now, vrhile the scapegoats leave our flock. 

And the rest sit silent and count the clock, 

Since forced to muse the appointed time 
On these precious facts and truths sublime,— 

Let us fitly employ it, under our breath, 

In saying Ben Ezra’s Song of Death, 


12 * 

For Rabbi Ben Ezra, the night he died, 

Called sons and sons’ sons to his side. 

And spoke, This world has been harsh and strange. 
Something is wrong, there needeth a change. 

But what, or where ? at the last, or first ? 

In one point only we sinned, at worst, 

13 . 

** The Lord will have mercy on Jacob yet, 

And again in his border see Israel set. 

W hen Judah beholds Jerusalem, 

The Btranger-seed shall be joined to them : 

To Jacob’s House shall the Gentiles cleave. 

So the Prophet saith and his sons believe. 
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14 , 

“ Ay, the children of the chosen race 
Shall carry and bring them to their place: 

In the land of the Lord shall lead the same, 
Bondsmen and handmaids. Who shall blame. 
When the Bkves enslave, the oppressed ones o'er 
The oppressor triumph for evermore ? 

15, 

“ God spoke, and gave us the word to keep: 

Bade never fold the hands nor sleep 
’Mid a faithless world,—at watch and ward, 

Till the Christ at the end relieve our guard. 

By his servant Moses the watch was set: 

Though near upon cock-crow—we keep it yet, 

10 , 

“ Thou 1 if thou wast He, who at mid-watch came, 
By the starlight naming a dubious Name ! 

And if we were too heavy with sleep—too rash 
With fear—0 Thou, if that martyr-gash 
Fell on thee coming to take thine own, 

And we gave the Ckoss, when we owed the Throne— 


17, 

“ Thou art the Judge. We are bruised thus. 

But, the judgment over, join sides with ua 1 
Thine too is the cause ! and not more thine 
Than ours, is the work of these dogs and swine, 
Whose life laughs through and spits at their creed. 
Who maintain thee in word, and defy thee in deed I 


UOLY^CBOSS DAir- 
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IS. 

“ We withstood Oirist then ? be mindful how 
At least we withstand Barabbas now ! 

Was our outrage sore ? but the worst we spared. 
To have called these—Christians,—had we dared ! 
Let defiance to them, pay mistrust of thee, 

And Rome make amends for Calvary I 


19 . 

“ By the torture, prolonged from age to age, 
By the infamy, Israers heritage. 

By the Ghetto’s plague, by the garb’s disgrace. 
By the badge of shame, by the felon’s place, 

By the branding^tool, the bloody whip. 

And the summons to Christian fellowship. 


20 . 

'‘We boast our proofs, that at least the Jew 
Would wrest Qirist’s name from the Devirs crew. 
Thy face took never so deep a shade 
But we fought them in it, God our aid! 

A trophy to bear, as we march, a band 
South, east, and on to the Pleasant Land! ” 


{Tfte prtJtnt Pope abi^Hshfd (his had busintss a/ th^ 
smitwn.' —II. E.] 


THE OUARDIAN ANGELr 


A FICTtraS AT FANO. 


]. 

Deae and great Aagel, %rould§t tliou only leave 
That child, when thou hast done with him, for me 1 
Let me sit all the day here, that when eve 
Shall find performed thy special ministry 
And time come for departure, thou, suspending 
Thy flight, mayst see another child for tending. 
Another still, to quiet and retrieve. 


2 . 

Then I shall feel thee step one step, no more. 

From where thou standest now, to where I gaze. 
And suddenly my head be covered o’er 
With those wings, white above the child who prays 
Now on that tomb—and I shall feel thee guarding 
Me, out of all the wwld; for me, discarding 

Yon heaven thy home, that waits and opes its door! 



A FlC-rOaB AT FANO- 
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3. 

I would not look up thither past thy head 

Because the door opes. Eke that childj I know, 

For I should have thy gracious face instead, 

Thou "bird of God I ikiid wilt thou bend me low 
Like him, and lay, Eke his, my hands together, 

And lift them up to pray, and gently tether 
Me, as thy lamh there, with thy garment’s spread ? 

4. 

If this was ever granted, I %vould rest 

My head beneath thine, while thy heaEng hands 
Qose-covered both my eyes beside thy breast, 
Pressing the brain, which too much thought expands. 
Back to its proper size again, and smoothing 
Distortion down tiU every nerve had soothing. 

And all lay quiet, happy and sopprest* 

6 , 

How soon all worldly wToiig would be repaired I 
I think how I should view the earth and skies 
And sea, when once again mj brow w*as bared 
After thy heaEng, with such different eyes. 

0, world, as God has made it! all is beauty: 

And knowing this, is love, and love is duty. 

What further may be sought for or declared ? 

Gucrcino drew this angel I saw teach 

(Alfred, dear friend)—that little child to pray, 
Holding the Ettle hands up, each to each 

Pressed gently,—with his own head turned away 
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TtU! GUAEDIAN-ANOEL, 


Over the earth where so much lay before him 
Of work to do, though heaven was opening o*er him* 
And he was left at Fano by the beach. 

7. 

We were at Fano, and three times we went 
To sit and see him in his chapel there, 

And drink his beauty to our sours content 
—My angel with me too: and since I care 
For dear Gueremo’s fame, (to which in power 
And glory comes this picture for a dower. 

Fraught with a pathos so magnificent) 


8 . 

And since he did not work so earneatly 
At all times, and has else endured some wrong,— 
I took one thought his picture struck from me, 

And spread it out, translating it to song. 

My Love is here. Where are you, dear old friend ? 
How rolls the Wairoa at your world’s far end ? 

This is Ancona, yonder is the sea. 


CLEOK 


“As certain also of your own poets have saic! *'- 


Ci>EON the poet, (from the sprinkled isles, 

Lily on lily, that o^erlaee the sea. 

And laugh their pride when the light wave 
Greece *0- 

To Profcos in his Tryanny : much health ! 

They give thy letter to me, even now : 

I read and seem as if I heard thee speak. 

The master of thy galley atill unlades 
Gift after gift; they block my court at last 
And pile themselves along its portico 
Royal with sunset, like a thought of thee : 

And one white she*slave from the group dispersed 
Of black and white slaves, (like the chequer-work 
Pavement, at once my nation’s work and gift. 
Now covered with this settle-down of doves) 

One lyric woman, in her crocus vest 
Woven of soa^wools, with her two white hands 
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CI.HON. 


ComineTids to me the strainer and the cnp 
Thy lip hath bettered ere it blesses mine. 

Well-counselled, king, in thy munificence 1 
For so shall men remark, in such an act 20 

Of love for him whose song ^ves life its joy, 

Thy recognition of the use of life ; 

Nor call thy spirit barely adequate 

To help on life in straight ways, broad enough 

For vulgar soul^ by ruling and the rest^ 

Thou, III the daily building of thy tower, 

Whether in fierce and sudden spasms of 
Or through dim lulls of unapparent growth, 

Or when the general work hiiid good acclaim 
Climbed with the eye to cheer the architect, 30 

Didst ne’er engage in work for mere work’s sake— 
Hadst ever in thy heart the luring hope 
Of some eventual rest a-top of it. 

Whence, all the tumult of the building hushed. 

Thou first of men mightst look out to the east. 

The vulgar saw thy tower ; thou sawest the sun. 

For this, I promise on thy festival 

To pour libation, looking o’er the sea, 

flaking this slave narrate tliy fortunes, speak 

Thy great words, and describe thy royal face— 40 

Wishing thee wholly where Zeus lives the most 

Within the eventual element of calm* 

Thy letter’s first requirement meets me here. 

It is as thou hast heard : in one short life 
I, Cleon, have effected all those things 
Thou wonderingly dost enumerate. 


CLEON, 
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That epos on thy hundred plates of gold 
Is mine,—and also mine the little chaunt. 

So sure to rise from every fishing-bark 

When, lights at prow, the seamen haul their nets. fiO 

The image of the snn-god on the phare 

Men turn from the sun’s seif to see, is mine; 

The Poecile, o’er-storied its whole length. 

As thou didst hear, with painting, is mine too. 

I know the true proportions of a man 
And woman also, not observed before ; 

And I have written three books on the soul, 

Proving absurd all written hitherto. 

And putting us to ignorance again. 

For music,^—why, I have combined the moods, 60 

Inventing one. In brief, all arts are mine ; 

Thus much the people know and recognise, 

Throughout our seventeeu islands. Marvel not. 

We of these latter days, with greater mind 
Than our forerunners, since more composite, 

Look not so great (beside their simple way) 

To a Judge who only sees one way at once. 

One mind-point, and no other at a time,— 

Compares the small part of a man of us 

With some whole man of the heroic age, 70 

Great in his way,—not ours, nor meant for ours, 

And ours is greater, had we skill to know. 

Yet, what we call this life of men on earth. 

This sequence of the soul’s achievements here, 

Being, as I find much reason to conceive. 

Intended to be viewed eventually 
As a great whole, not analysed to parts, 

But each part having reference to all,— 
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How shall a certain part, pronounced complete, 

Endure effacement by another part ? 80 

Was the thing done ?—Then what*a to do again ? 

See, in the chequered pavement opposite. 

Suppose the artist made a perfect rhomb, 

And next a lozenge, then a trapezoid^— 

He did not overlay them, superimpose 
The new upon the old and blot it out, 

But laid them on a level in his work. 

Making at last a picture ; there it lies. 

So, first the perfect separate forms were made, 

The portions of mankind—and after, so, 90 

Occurred the combination of the same. 

Or where had been a progress, otherwise ? 

Mankind, made up of all the single men,— 

In such a synthesis the labour ends. 

Now, mark me-—those divine men of old time 

Have reached, thou sayest well, each at one point 

The outside verge that rounds our faculty j 

And where they reached, who can do more than reach 7 

It takes but little water just to touch 

At some one point the inside of a sphere, 100 

And, as we turn the sphere, tofich aU the rest 

In due succession : but the finer air 

Which not so palpably nor obviously. 

Though no less universally, can touch 

The whole circumference of that emptied sphere, 

Fills it more fully than the water did ; 

Holds thrice the weight of water in itself 
Resolved into a subtler element. 

And yet the vulgar call the sphere first full 

Up to the visible height—and after, void; 110 
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Not knowing more hidden properties. 

And thus our soul, misknown, cries oat to Zeiia 
To vindicate his purpose in its life— 

Wkj stay we on the earth unless to grow ? 

Long since, I imaged, wrote the fiction out. 

That he or other God, descended hefe 
And, once for all, showed simultaneously 
What, in its nature, never can he shown 
Piecemeal or in succession ;—showed, I say, 

The worth both absolute and relative 120 

Of all His children from the birth of time. 

His instruments for all appointed work. 

I now go on to image,—might we hear 

The judgment which should give the due to each. 

Shew where the labour lay and where the ease, 

And prove Zeus’ self, the latent, everywhere ! 

This is a dream. But no dream, let us hope, 

That years and days, the summers and the springs 
Follow each other with unwaning powers— 

' The grapes which dye thy wine, are richer far 130 

Through culture, than the wild wealth of the rock; 

The suave plum than the savagedasted drupe ; 

The pastured honey-bee drops choicer sweet; 

The flowers tuni double, and the leaves turn flowers ; 
That young and tender crescent-moon, tby slave. 
Sleeping upon her robe as if on clouds. 

Refines upon the w^omen of my youth. 

WTiat, and the soul alone deteriorates ? 

I have not chanted vcme like Homer’s, no— 

Nor swept string like Terpander, no—nor carved 140 
And painted men like Phidias and his friend 
I am not great as they are, point by point: 

B. n. & Y 
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But I liave entered into sympathy 

With these four, running these into one souI| 

'Who, separate, ignored each others’ arts, 

Say, is it nothing that I know theni all ? 

The wild flower was the larger—I have dashed 
Rose-blood upon its petals, pricked its cup’s 
Honey with wine, and driven its seed to fruit* 

And show a better flower if not so large, 150 

I stand, myself. Refer this to the gods 

Wliose gift alone it is * which, shall I dare 

(All pride apart) upon the absurd pretext 

That such a gift by chance lay in my hand, 

Discourse of lightly or depreciate ? 

It might have fallen to another’s hand—what then ? 

I pass too surely—let at least truth stay 1 

And next, of what thoii followest on to ask. 

Tins being with me as I declare, 0 king, 

My works* in all these varicoloured kinds* 160 

So done by me, accepted so by men— 

Thou askest if (my soul thus in men’s hearts) 

I must not be accounted to attain 
The very crown and proper end of life. 

Inquiring thence how* now life closeth up, 

I face death with success in my right hand: 

MHiether I fear death less than dost thyself 
The fortunate of men* “ For ” (writest thou) 

“ Thou leavest much behind, while I leave nought: 

Thy life stays in the poems men shall sing, 170 

The pictures men shall study ; while my life* 

Complete and whole now m its power and joy* 

Dies altogether with my brain and arm, 
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la lost indeed; Biac-e,—wliat Burvivee myself ? 

The brazen statue that o’erlooka my grave, 

Set on the promontory which I named. 

And that~some supple courtier of my heir 
Shall use its robed and sceptred arm, perhaps. 

To fix the rope to, which best drags it down, 

I go, then : triumph thou, who dost not go 1 ISO 

Nay, thou art worthy of hearing my whole mind. 

Is this apparent, when thou turn^st to muse 
Upon the scheme of earth and man in chief. 

That admiration grows as knowledge grows ? 

That imperfection means perfection hid, 

Reserved in part, to grace the after‘time ? 

If, in the morning of philosophy. 

Ere aught had been recorded, aught perceived. 

Thou, wdth the light now in thee, couldst have looted 
On all earth’s tenantry, from worm to bird, 190 

Ere man had yet appeared upon the stage— 

Thou vvouldst have seen them perfect, and deduced 
The perfectness of others yet unseen. 

Conceding which,—had Zeus then questioned thee 
“ Wilt thou go on a step, improve on this, 

Do more for visible creatures than is done ? ” 

Thou wouldst have answered, Ay, by making each 
Grow conscious in himself—by that alone. 

All’s perfect else : the shell sucks fast the rock, 

The fish strikes through the sea, the snake both swiins 200 
And slides; the birds take flight, forth range the beasts. 
Till life’s mechanics can no further go— 

And all this joy in natural life, is put. 

Like fire from ofl Thy finger into each, 

T 2 
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So exquisitely perfect is tlie same. 

But ’tia pure fire—and they mere Tnatter arc ; 

It lias them, not they it: and so I choose, 

For man, Thy last premeditated work 
(If I might add a glory to this scheme) 

That a third thing should stand apart from both, 210 
A*quality arise within the soul, 

Which, intro-active, made to supervise 
And feel the force it has, may view itself. 

And so be happy,” Man might live at first 
The animal life : but is there nothing more ? 

In due time, let him critically learn 

How he lives ; and, the mote he gets to know 

Of his own life's adaptabilities, 

The more joy-giving will his life become* 

The man who hath this quality, is best, 220 

But thou, king, hadst more reasonably said : 

Let progress end at once,—man make no step 
Beyond the natural man, the better beast, 

Using his senses, not the sense of sense/^ 

In man there's failure, only since he left 
The lower and inconscious forms of life, 

'We called it an advance, the rendering plain 
A spirit might grow conscious of that life. 

And, by new lore so added to the old, 

Take each step liigher over the brute’s head. 230 

This grew the only life, the pleasure-house. 

Watch-tower and treasure-fortress of the soul, 

Which whole surrounding flats of natural life 
Seemed only fit to yield subsistence to ; 

A tower that crowns a countrv. But alas I 
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The soul now ciimbs it just to perish there. 

For thence we have cljscovered (*ti3 no dream— 

We know this, which wc had not eiee perceived) 

That there's a world of capability 

For joy, spread round about us, meant for us, 340 

Inviting us ; and still the soul craves^all. 

And still the flesh replies, ** Take no jot more 
Than ere you climbed the tower to look abroad I 
Nay, so much leas, as that fatigue has brought 
Deduction to it.” We struggle—fain to enlarge 
Our bounded physical recipiency. 

Increase our power, supply fresh oil to life, 

Repair the w^aste of age and sickness. No, 

It skills not: life's inadequate to joy. 

As the soul sees joy, tempting life to take. 250 

They praise a fountain in my garden here 
^Vhercin a Naiad sends the water-spurt 
Thill from her tube ; she smiles to see it rise. 

What if I told her, it is just a thread 
From that great river which the hills shut up. 

And mock her with my leave to take the same ¥ 

The artificer has given her one small tube 

Past power to widen or exchange—what boots 

To know she might spout oceans if she could 7 

She cannot lift beyond her first straight thread. 260 

And so a man can use but a man's joy 

While he sees God's. Is it, for Zeus to boast 

“ Sec, man, how happy I live, and despair— 

That I may be still happier—for thy use 1 ” 

If this were so, we could not thank our Lord, 

As hearts beat on to doing : 'tis not so— 

Malice it is not. Is it carelessness ? 
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Still, no. If care—where is the sign, I ask— 

And get bo answer : and agree in sum, 

0 king, with thy profound discouragement, 27o 

Who seest the wider but to sigh the more. 

Most progress is inost failure ! thou sayest well. 

The last point now :—thou dost except a case— 
Holding ]oy not impossible to one 
With artist'gifts—to such a man as I— 

Who leave behind me living works indeed; 

For, such a poem, such a painting lives. 

What ? dost thou verily trip upon a word. 

Confound the accurate view of what joy is 
{Caught somewhat clearer by my eyes than thine) 280 
With feeling joy ? confound the knowing how 
And showing how to live (my faculty) 

With actually living ?“Otherwise 
Where is the artist’s vantage o’er the king ? 

Because in my great epos I display 

How divers men young, strong, fair, wise, can act— 

Is this as though I acted ? if I paint. 

Carve the young Phoebus, am I therefore young 2 

Methiiiks I’m older that I bowed myself 

The many years of pain that taught me art I 290 

Indeed, to know is something, and to prove 

How all this beauty might be enjoyed, is more : 

But, knowing nought, to enjoy is something too. 

Yon rower with the moulded muscles there 
Lowering the sail, is nearer it than I. 

I can write love-odes^—thy fair slave’s an ode. 

I get to sing of love, when grown too grey 
For being beloved : she turns to that young man 
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The muacles ali a-ripple on his back, 

I know the joy of kingship : well—thou art king I 300 

But,” sayest thou—{and I marvel, I repeat, 

To find thee tripping on a mere word) " what 
Thou writest, paintest, stays : that does not die : 
Sappho survives, because we sing her songs, 

And /Eschylus, because we read his plays I ” 

AVhy, if they live still, let them come and take 
Thy slave in my despite—drink from thy cup— 

Speak in my place. Thou diest while I survive ? 

Say rather that niy fate is deadlier still,— 

In this, that every day my sense of joy 310 

Grows more acute, my soul {intensified 
* In power and insight) more enlarged, more keen ; 

While every day my hairs fail more and more. 

My hand shakes, and the heavy years increase— 

The horror qriiekening still from year to year, 

The consummation coming past escape 
When I shall know moat, and yet least enjoy— 

When all my works wherein I prove my worth, 

Being present still to mock me in nieiTs mouths. 

Alive still, in the phrase of such as thou, 320 

I, I, the feeling,♦thinking, acting man, 

The man who loved his life so over much. 

Shall sleep in mj urn. It is so horrible, 

I dare at times imagine to my need 
Some future state revealed to us by Zeus, 

Unlimited in capability 

For joy, as this is in desire for joy, 

To seek which, the joy-hunger forces us. 

That, stung by straitness of our life, made strait 


2ao 
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On purpose to make sweet the life at large— 330 

Freed by the throbbing impulse we call death 
We burst there as the worm into the fly, 

Who, while a worm still, wants his wings. But, no I 
Zeus has not yet revealed it; and, alas ! 

He must have done so—were it possible I 

live long and happy, and in that thought die. 

Glad for what was. Farewell* And for the rest, 

I cannot tell thy messenger aright 
Where to deliver what he bears of thine 
To one called Paulus—we have heard his fame 
Indeed, if Chrktns be not one with him— 

I know not, nor am troubled much to know. 

Thou canst not think a mere barbarian Jew, 

As Paulus proves to be, one circumcised, 

Hath access to a secret shut from us ? 

Thou wrongest our philosophy, 0 king. 

In stooping to inquire of such an one, 

As if his answer could impose at all. 

He writeth, doth he ? well, and he may write. 

Oh, the Jew hndeth scholars 1 certain slaves 350 

Who touched on this same isle, preached him and Christ; 
And (as I gathered from a bystander) 

Their doctrines could be held by no sane iimiu 





THE TWINS, 

** Give and “ It^shali-be-givcn-unto-you/' 


1 , 

Grand rougli old Martiii Luther 
Bloomed fables—flowers on furze, 

The better the uncouther: 

Do rosea Stick like burrs t 

2 . 

A beggar asked an alms 
One day at an abbey door, 

Said Luther; but, seized with qualms. 
The Abbot replied, “ WeVe poor! ” 

3, 

Poor, who had plenty once. 

When gifts fell thick as rain : 

But they give us nought, for the nonce, 
“ And how should we give again ? ** 
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THE Twiira. 


Tlien thjbeggar* See your sins I 
Of old, unless I err. 

Ye had brothers for inmates, twins, 
“ Date and Dabitur,” 


5 . 

“ While Date was in good case 
“ Dabitnr flourished too : 

“ For Dabitur’s lenten face, 

“ No wonder if Date rne."® 

G. 

Would ye retrieve the one ? 

Try and make plump the other ! 
‘‘ When Date’s penance is done, 

“ Dabitur helps his brother,” 

7 , 

“ Only, bew^are relapse ! ” 

The Abbot hung his head. 

This beggar might be, perhaps. 

An angel, Luther said. 
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POPULARITY. 


L 

Stand stillj true poet that you are, 

I know you; let me try and draw you. 
Some night you^ll fail us. When afar 
You rise, remember one man saw you. 
Knew you, and named a star. 

2 . 

My star, God’s glow*worm ! Why extend 
That loving hand of His which leads you. 
Yet locks you safe from end to end 

Of this dark world, unless He needs you— 
Just savea your light to spend ? 

3 . 

His clenched Hand shall unclose at last 
I know, and let out all the beauty. 

My poet holds the future fast. 

Accepts the coming ages’ duty, 

Their present for this past. 


POPULAHlXy, 


4 * 

That dajf the earth^s feaat-mastei’s brow 
Shall clear, to God the chalice raising; 

** Others give best at first, but Thou 
For ever set’st oui table praising,-— 
Keep^st the good wiue till now.” 

Meantime, I’ll draw you as you stand, 
With few or none to watch and wonder, 
I’U say—a fisher (on the sand 

By Tyre the Old) his ocean-plunder, 

A netful, brought to land. 

6 . 

Who has not heard how Tyrian sheila 
Enclosed the blue, that dye of dyes 
Whereof one drop worked miracles. 

And coloured like Astarte’s eyes 
Raw silk the merchant sells ? 


7. 

And each bystander of them all 
Could criticise, and quote tradition 
How depths of blue sublimed some pall. 

To get which, pricked a king’s ambition ; 
AVorth sceptre, crown and ball. 

s. 

Yet there’s the dye,—in that rough mesh, 
The sea has only just o’er-whispered ! 
Live whelks, the lip’s-beard dripping fresh. 
As if they still the water’s lisp heard 
Through foam the rock->veeds thresh. 





POFULARtTY 
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0 . 

Enough to furnish Solomon 
Such hangings for his cedar-house, 

That when gold-robed he took the throne 
In that abyss of blue, the Spouse 
Might swear his presence shone 

10 . 

Most like the centre-spike of gold 
Which bums deep in the blue-beirs womb, 
What time, with ardours manifold. 

The bee goes singing to her poom, 
Drunken and overbold. 


n. 

Mere conchs ! not fit for warp or woof ? 

Till art comes,—comes to pound and squeeze 
And clarify,—refines to proof 
The liquor filtered by degrees. 

While the world statfds aloof. 

12 , 

And there’s the extract, flashed and fine, 

And priced, and saleable at last! 

And Hobbs, Nobbs, Stokes and Nokes combine 
To paint the future from the past. 

Put blue into their line. 


13. 

Hobbs hints blue,—straight he turtle eats. 

Nobbs prints blue,—claret crowns his cup* 
Nokes outdares Stokes in azure feats,— 

Both gorge. Who fished the murex up.? 
What porridge had John Keats ? 



THE HERETIC’S TRAGEDY- 


A MIDtllilS-AQE tKTERLtFDB, 


(/n tlie ori^nal^ BOS A itirKDi; seu, fulcitk me Fi>oiiiBrs. A concktt 
OF MASI^ GtSBBECtrr, CAKOiT*E 3 ®OtJJ^AB OP SAINT JODOCUS-BT- 
THB-BAE, YFBES OTT. CANTUaUB, Vv^UitiS. AND HATH OFTEK 
BEEN SONG AT HOCK-TIOB AND FESTITALS. OATISUS EEAII, 

Jessides^ 

fei 

(It would seem to be a glimpse from the burning of Jacques do Bou^ 
Molay, at Parisj A.u, 1314 ; as distorted by the refraction from Flemish 
brain to brainy during the course of a couple of centuries.—R.B,) 


1 . 

* PBIADMOXISUETH THE ABBOT BEODAET. 

The Lord, we look to once for all. 

Is the Lord we should look at, all at once : 

He knows not to vary, saith St. Paul, 

Nor the shadow of turning, for the nonce. 

See Him no other than as he is ; 

Give both the Infinites their due— 

Infinite mercy, but, I wis, 

As infinite a justice too, 

[Organ : flag^radetiet. 

As infinite a justice too. 









THE ILBRETlC'a TBAGEBY. 
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2. 

OlfE mSQKTM- 

J,oIiE> Master of the Temple of God, 

Falling to am the Unknown Sin, 

What he bought of Emperor Aldabrod, 

He sold it to Sultan Saladin^— 

Till, caught by Pope Clement, a*bu 22 ing there. 
Hornet-prince of the mad wasps’ hive, 

And dipt of hia wings in Paris square, 

They bring him now to be burned alive* 

^And tcan4€th iJiere graci of luU or go shall say 

to (infirm him toho singeth — 

We bring John now to be burned alive. 

In the midst is a goodly gallows built; 

’Twixt fork and fork, a stake is stuck ; 

But first they set divers tumbrila a-tilt, 

Make a trench all round with the city muck. 

Inside they pile log xipon log, good store ; 

Faggots not few, blocks great and small, 

Reach a man’s raid'thigh, no less, no more,— 

For they mean he should roast in the sight of all. 

CHOKUS. 

We mean he should roast in the sight of alL 

4. 

Good sappy bavins that kindle forthwith ; 

Billets that blaze substantial and slow ; 

Pine-stump split deftly, dry as pith ; 

Larch-heart that chars to a chalk-white glow: 
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THB HERimc’3 TRAOEBY* 


Then np the 7 hoist me John in a chafe. 
Sling him fast like a hog to scorch, 

Spit in his face, then leap back safe. 

Sing “ Landes ” and bid clap-to the torch. 

CTIORtrS* 

Laus Deo —who bids clap-to the torch. 


5. 

John of the Temple, whose fame so bragged, 

Is burning alive in Paris square! 

How can Tie curse, if Ms mouth is gagged ? 

Or wriggle his neck, with a collar there ? 

Or heave his chest, while a band goes round ? 

Or threat with Ms fist, since his arms are spliced ? 
Or kick with his feet, now Ms legs are bound ? 

—Thinks John—I will call upon Jesus Christ, 

[Here crossHh himet}!, 

■j 

e. 

Jesus Christ—John had bought and sold, 

Jesus Christ—John had eaten and drunk \ 

To him, the Flesh meant silver and gold. 

(Salvd reverenti-d.) 

Now it was, ** Saviour, bountiful lamb, 

I have roasted thee Turks, though man roast me. 
See thy servant, the plight wherein I am ! 

Art thou a Saviour ? Save thou me 1 

cKORtrs. 

’Tis John the mocker cries, Save thou me ! 



TilE heretic’s tragedy. 
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7. 

Who maketli God^s menace an idle word ? 

—Saith, it no more means what it proclaims. 

Than a damsera threat to her wanton bird ?— 

For she too prattles of ugly names. 

—Saith, he knoweth but one thing,—^what he knows ? 

That God is good and the rest is breath ; 

Why else is the same styled, Sharon’s rose ? 

Once a rose, ever a rose, he saith. 

CHOItCS* 

0, John shall yet find a rose, he saith 1 

Alack, there be roses and roses, John J 
>Some, honied of taste like your lenian’s tongue. 
Some, bitter—for why ? (roast gaily on !) 

Their tree struck root in devirs dung I 
When Paul once reasoned of righteousness 
And of temperance and of jtidgment to come. 

Good Felix trembled, he could no less— 

John, snickering, crook’d his wicked thumb, 

cuoaFs. 

W’hat cometh to John of the wicked thumb V 


t). 

Ha ha, John plucks now at his rose 
To rid himself of a sorrow at heart I 
Lo,—petal on petal, fierce rays unclose; 
Anther on anther, sharp spikes outstart; 

B. M. & W. 


D 
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THE Hl!R¥TrC S TRAGEDY. 


And Trith blood for dew, the bosom boils; 

And a gust of sulphur is all its smell ; 

And lo, he is horribly in the toils 
Of a coabblack giant flower of Hell! 

* CHORUS^ 

What maketh Heaven, that maketh HelL 


10 . 

So, as John called now, through the fire amain, 
On the Name, he had cursed with, all his life— 
To the Person, he bought and sold again— 

For the Face, with his daily buffets rife— 
Feature by feature It took its place! 

And his voice like a mad dog*s choking bark 
At the steady Whole of the Judge’s Face— 

Died, Forth John’s soul flared into the dark. 

SCB^OIKirrH THU ABBOT l>EOr>ABT. 

God help all poor souls lost in the dark 1 


TWO IN THE CAMPAGNA, 


L 

I woxDER da ymi feel to-day 

As I liave felt, si ace, hand in hand, 
We sat down on the grass, to stray 
In spirit better through the land, 
This morn of Rome and May ? 


2 . 

For me, I touched a thought, I know, 

Has tantalised me many times, 

(Like turns of thread the spiders throw 
Mocking across our path) for rhymes 
To catch at and let go. 

Help me to hold it: first it left 
The yellowing fennel, run to seed 
There, branching from the brickwork’s cleft. 
Some old tomb’s ruin : yonder weed 
Took up the floating weft, 
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TWO IN TKB OAl^rPAGNA, 


4. 

Where one small orange cup amassed 
*Five beetles,—blind and green they grope 
Among the honey^meal,^—and last 
Everywhere on the grassy slope 
I traced it. Hold it fast! 


5 * 

The champaign with its endless fleece 
Of feathery grasses everywhere ! 

Silence and passion, joy and peace. 

An everlasting wash of air— 

Romeos ghost since her decease. 

6 . 

Such life there, through such lengths of hours. 
Such miracles performed in play, 

Such primal naked forms of flowers, ^ 
Such letting Nature have her way 

While Heaven looks from its towers* 

% 

7 * 

How say you ! Let us, 0 my dove, 

Let us be unashamed of soul, 

As earth lies bare to heaven above. 

How is it under our control 
To love or not to love ? 

8 * 

I would that you were all to me. 

You that are just so much, no more— 

Nor yours, nor mine,—nor slave, nor free ! 

Wliere does the fault He ? what the core 
Of the wound, since wound must be ? 


TWO Hi TRE OAMFAOliA. 
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9 , 

I would I could adopt your will, 

See with your eyes, and set my heart 
Beating by yours, and drink my fill 

At your sours springs,—your part, my part 
In life, for good and dL 

10 . 

No. 1 yearn upward—touch you close. 

Then stand away. I kiss your cheek, 

Citch your sours warmth,—I pluck the rose 
And love it more than tongue can speak— 
Then the good minute goes. 

11 . 

Already how am I so far 
Out of that minute ? Must I go 
Still like the thistle-ball, no bar, 

Onw'ard, whenever light winds blow, 

Fixed by no friendly star ? 


12 . 

Just when I seemed about to learn ! 

Where is the thread now ? Ofl again [ 
The old trick 1 Oiily I discern— 

Infinite passion and the pain 
Of finite hearts that yearn. 


A GRAMJIAETAN'S rUNERAL. 

[rttn«—Siiortl; after the revival ol iearuing in Europe.] 


Let us begin and carry up this corpse, 

Singing together. 

Leave we the cotnmon crofts, the vulgar thorpes. 

Each in its tether 

Sleeping safe on the bosom of the plain, 

Cared-for till cock-crow. 

Look out if yonder’s not the day again 
Rimming the rock^row 1 

That’s the appropriate country—there, man’s thought. 
Rarer, intenser, 10 

Self-gathered for an outbreak, as it ought, 

Chafes in the censer ! 

Leave we the unlettered plain its herd and crop ; 

Seek we sepulture 

On a taU mountain, citied to the top. 

Crowded with culture ! 

All the peaks soar, but one the rest excels ; 

Clouds overcome it; 

No, yonder sparkle is the citadel’s 

Circling its summit I 20 


A GKAMMAMAN's rUNEEAL, 


2m 

Thither our path lieB—wind we up the heights— 

Wait ye the waruiiig 1 

Our low life was the level's and the night’s; 

He^s for the morning I 

Step to a tunc, square chests, erect the head, 

’Ware the beholders ! 

This is our master, famous, calm, and dead. 

Borne on our shoulders. 

Sleep, crop and herd ! sleep, darkling thorpe and croft, 
Safe from the weather ! 30 

He, whom we convoy to his grave aloft, 

Singing together. 

He was a man born witli thy face and throat. 

Lyric Apollo 1 

Long he lived nameless : how should spring take note 
Winter would follow ? 

Till lo, the little touch, and youth was gone \ 

Cramped and diminished, 

Moaned he, New measiires, other feet anou I 
My dance is finished ? ” 

No, that’s the world’s way ! {keep the mountain-side. 
Make for the city.) 

He knew the signal, and stepped on with pride 
Over men’s pity; 

Left play for work, and grappled with the world 
Bent on escaping: 

What’s in the scroll,” quoth he, “ thou keepest furled ? 
Shew rae their shaping. 

Theirs, who most studied man, the hard and sage,— 
Give I ”—So he gowned him, 

Straight got by heart that book to its last page: 
Learned, we found him I 
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A GRAMMARIAK'fi FUKERAU 


YeA/ but we found him bald too—eyes like lead. 

Accents uncertain : 

“ Time to taste life/* another would have said, 

“ Up with the curtain ! ** 

This man said rather, “ Actual life cornea next ? 
Patience a moment! 

Grant I have mastered learning’s crabbed text, 

Still, there’s the comment. <50 

Let me know all. Prate not of most or least. 

Painf ul or easy: 

Even to the crumbs I’d fain eat up the feast, 

Ay, nor feel queasy i ” 

Oh, such a life as he resolved to live, 

When he had learned it, 

W’'hen he had gathered all books had to give ; 

Sooner, he spurned it 1 
Image the whole, then execute the parts— 

Fancy the fabric 'fO 

Quite, ere you build, ere steel strike fire from quartz, 
Ere mortar dab brick ! 

(Here’s the town-gate reached : there’s the market-place 
Gaping before us.) 

Yea, this in him was the peculiar grace 
(Hearten our chorus) 

Still before living he’d learn how to live— 

No end to learning. 

Earn the means first—God surely will contrive 

Use for our earning. ^<5 

Others mistrust and say—But time escapes,— 

“ Live now or never I ” 

lie said, " What’s Time ? leave Now for dogs and apes! 
Man has For ever.” 


A GRAMMABEAJ^’S FUKKRAL, 
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Back to Ms book then : deeper drooped his head ; 
Calculus racked him : 

Leaden before, his eyes grew dross of lead ; 
attacked him. 

** Now, Master, take a little rest! “not he I 

(Caution redoubled [ 00 

Step two a-breast, the way winds narrowly*) 

Not a whit troubled, 

Back to his studies, fresher than at first. 

Fierce as a dragon 

He, (aoul-hjdroptic with a sacred thirst) 

Sucked at the flagon. 

Oh, if we draw a circle premature, 

Heedless of far gain, 

Greedy for quick returns of profit, sure. 

Bad IS our bargain ! 100 

Was it not great 7 did not he throw on God, 

(He loves the burthen}— 

God’s task to make the heayenly period 
Perfect the earthen ? 

Lid not he magnify the mind, shew clear 
Just what it all meant ? 

He would not discount life, as fools do here. 

Paid by instalment! 

He ventured neck or nothing—heaven’s success 

Found, or earth’s failure : 110 

Wilt thou trust death or not ? ” he answered Yes, 

“ Hence witli life’s pale hire I ” 

That low man seeks a little thing to do. 

Sees it and does it: 

This high man, with a great thing to pursue. 

Dies ere he knows it. 




A geakimahian's 


That low man goes on adding one to one, 

His Imndred^s soon hit r 
This high man, aiming at a million. 

Misses an unit* 120 

That, has the world here — should he need the next, 

Let the world mind him 1 
This, throws himself on God, and unperplext 
Seeking shall find Him* 

So, with the throttling hands o£ Death at strife, 

Ground he at grammar ; 

Still, thro’ the rattle, parts of speech were rife, 

While he could stammer 
He settled Hot?& business—let it be!— 

Properly based Oun — 130 

Gave UB the doctrine of the enclitic De, 

Dead from the w^aist down* 

Well, here^s the platform, here’s the proper place* 

Hail to your purlieus 
All ye highfliers of the feathered race. 

Swallows and curlews I 
Here’s the top-peak! the multitude below 
Live, for they can there* 

This man decided not to Live but Know— 

Bury this man there ? , HO 

Here—here’s his place, where meteors shoot, clouds form, 
Lightnings are loosened, 

Stars come and go ! let joy break with the storm— 
Peace let the dew send ! 

Lofty designs must close in like effects : 

Loftily lying, 

I/eave him—still loftier than the world suspects, 

Living and djdng* 


ONE WAY OF LOVE. 


1 . 

All June I bound the ro&e in sheaves. 
NoWj rose by rose^ I strip the leaves. 

And strew them where Pauline may pass. 
She will not turn aside ? Alas I 
r^et them lie. Suppose they die ? 

The chance was they might take her eye. 

2 . 

How many a month I strove to suit 
These stubborn fingers to the lute ! 
To'day I venture all I know. 

She will not hear my music 1 So ! 

Break the string—fold music^s wing. 
Suppose Pauline had bade me sing 1 

s. 

My whole life long I learned to love. 

This hour my utmost art I prove 
And speak my passion.—Heaven or hell ? 
She will not give me heaven ? *Tia well! 
Lose who may—I still can aay, 

Those who win heaven, blest arc they. 





ANOTHER WAY OF LOVE. 


L 

JoTSTE was not over. 

Though past the full. 

And the best of her roses 
Had yet to blow. 

When a man I know 
(But shall not discover. 

Since ears are dull, 

And time discloses) 

Turned him aud said with a man’s true air. 
Half sighing a smile in a yawn, as “twerc,— 
“ If I tire of your June, will she greatly care 


2 . 

Well, Dear, in-doors with you 1 
True, serene deadness 
Tries a man’s temper. 

What’s in the blossom 
June wears on her bosom ? 



AKOTHEB, WAY OF LOVB* 
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Can it cl^ar sc^ores with yon ? 

Sweetness and redness, 

Eadem smt'per! 

Go, let me care for it greatly or slightly! 

If June mends her bowers now, your band left unsightly 
By plucking their roses,—my June will do rightly, 

3 , 

And after, for pastime. 

If June be refulgent 
With flowers in completeness, 

All petals, no prickles, 

Delicious as trickles 
Of wine poured at mass*time,— 

And choose One indulgent 
To redness and sweetness : 

Or if, with experience of man and of spider. 

She use my June-lightmng, the strong insect-ridder, 

To stop the fresh spinning,—wh\% June will consider. 



‘‘TRANSCENDENTALISM: 


A POKM IS TWELVE BOOKS. 


Stop playing, poet 1 may a tirother speak ? 

'Tis you speak, that^s your error. Soughs our art: 
Whereas you please to speak these naked thoughts 
Instead of draping them in sights and sounds* 

—True thoughts, good thoughts, thoughts fit to treasure 
up! 

But why such long prolusion and display, 

Such turning and adjustment of the harp. 

And taking it upon your breast at length, 

Only to speak dry words across its strings ? 

Stark-naked thought is in request enough— 10 

Speak prose and holloa it till Europe hears ! 

The six-foot Swiss tube, braced about with bark, 

Which helps the hunter^s voice froni Alp to Alp— 
Exchange our harp for that,—who liinders you ? 

But here^s your fault ; grown men want thought, you 
think; 

Thought’s what they mean by verse, and seek in verse : 
Boys seek for images and melody. 

Men must have reason—so you aim at men. 

Quite otherwise ! Objects throng our youth, ’tis true, 
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We see and hear and do not wonder mucli. £0 

If you could tell us what they mean, indeed ! 

As Swedish Boehme never cared for plants 
Until it happed, a-walking in the fields. 

He noticed all at once that plants could speak, 

Nay, turned with loosened tongue to talk with him* 

That day the daisy had an eye indeed— 

Golloquiscd with the cowslip on such themes 1 
We find them extant yet in Jacobis prose. 

But by the time youth slips a stitge or two 

^Vhile reading prose in that tough book he wrote, 30 

{Collating, and emendating the same 

And settling on the sense most to our mind) 

We shut the clasps and find life’s summer past. 

Then, who helps more, pray, to repair our loss— 

Another Boehme with a tougher book 
And subtler meanings of what roses say,— 

Or some stout Mage like him of Halberstadt, 

John, who made things Boehme wTote thoughts aboxit ? 
He with a “ look 3 'ou ! ” vents a brace of rhymes, 

And in there breaks the sudden rose herself, 40 

Over us, under, round us everj" side, 

Nay, in and out the tables and the chairs 
And musty volumes, Boehme’s book and all,— 

Bxiries us with a glory, young once more, 

Pouring heaven into this shut house of life. 

80 come, the harp back to your heart again ! 

You are a poem, though your poem’s naught. 

The best of all you did before, believe. 

Was your own boy’s dace o’er the finer chords 

Bent, following the cherub at the top 50 

That points to God with his paired hsH-nioon wings. 



MISCONCEPTIONS- 


1 . 

This is a spray the Bird clung to, 

Making it blossom with pleasure, 

Ere the high tree-top she sprung to, 

Fit for her nest and her treasure. 

Oh, what a hope beyond measure 
Was the poor spray’s, which the flying feet hung to,^ 
So to be singled out, built in, and sung to 1 


2 . 

This is a heart the Queen leant on. 

Thrilled in a minute erratic. 

Ere the true bosom she bent on. 

Meet for love’s regal dalmatic. 

Oh, what a fancy ecstatic 
Was the poor heart’s, ere the wanderer went on — 
Love to be saved for it, proffered to, spent on I 



ONE WORD MORE, 


TO S. B. B. 


K 

There they are, my fifty men and women 
Naming me the fifty poems finished ! 

Take them, Love, the book and me together. 

Where the heart lies, let the brain lie also, 

2 , 

Rafael made a century of sonnets^ 

Made and wrote them in a certain volume 
Dinted with the silver-pointed pencil 
Else he only used to draw Madonnas : 

These, the world might view—but One, the volume. 
I Who that one, you ask ? Your heart instructs you, 
! Did she live and love it all her life-time ? 

Did she drop, his lady of the sonnets, 

Die, and let it drop beside her pillow 
1 Where it. lay in place of RafaeTs glory, 

^ Rafael’s cheek so duteous and so loving— 

Cheek, the world was wont to hail a painter^s, 
Rafael’s cheek, her love had turned a poet’s ? 

M. ^ W, X 
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ONE WOED MORE. 


3 . 

You and I would rather read that volume, 

(Taken to his beating bosom by it) 

Lean and list the bosom-beata of Rafael, 

Would we not t than wonder at Madonnas— 

Her, San Sisto names, and Her, Foligno, 

Her, that visits Florence in a vision, 

Her, that’s left with lilies in the Louvre— 

Seen by us and all the world in circle. 

4 , 

Yon and I wilt never read that volume, 

Guido Reni, like his own eye’s apple 
Guarded long the treasure-book and loved it. 

Guido Reni dying, all Bologna 

Cried, and the world with it, ** Ours—the treasure ! 

Suddenly, as rare things will, it vanished. 


5 . 

Dante once prepared to paint an angel: 

Whom to please ? You whisper Beatrice.” 
While he mused and traced it and retraced it, 
(Peradventure with a pen corroded 
Still by drops of that hot ink he dipped for, 
When, his left-hand i’ the hair o’ the wicked. 
Back he lield the brow and pricked its stigma. 
Bit into the live man’s flesh for parchment, 
Loosed him, laughed to see the writing rankle. 
Let the wretch go festering thro’ Florence)— 
Dante, who loved well because he hated. 
Hated wickedness that hinders loving, 

* Dante standing, studying his angel,—- 
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In there broke the folk of his Inferno, 

Says he—“ Certain people of importance ** 
(Such he gave his daily, dreadful line to) 
Entered and would seizej forsooth, the poet. 
Says the poet—“ Tlien I stopped my painting,” 

a. 

You and I would rather see that angel, 

Painted by the tenderness of Dante, 

Would we not ?■—than read a fresh Inferno, 

7, 

You and I will never see that picture. 

While he mused on love and Beatrice, 

While he softened o’er his outlined angel, 

In they broke^ those “ people of importance : ” 
We and Bice bear the loss forever, 

8 , 

What of Rafaers sonnets, Dante’s picture ? 

^ 9. 

This : no artist lives and loves that longs not 
Once, and only once, and for One only, 

(Ah, the prize !) to find bis love a language 
Fit and fair and simple and sufficient— 

Using nature that’s an art to others. 

Not, this one time, art that’s turned his nature. 
Ay, of all the artists living, loving. 

None but would forego his proper dowry,— 
Does he paint Y he fain would write a poem,— 
Does he write ? he fain would paint a picture. 
Put to proof art alien to the artist’s. 

Once, and only once, and for One only, 

X 2 
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OJTE WORD MORE. 


So to be the man and leave the artist. 

Save the mati*s joy, miss the artist’s sorrow, 

10 . 

Wherefore ? Heaven’s gift takes earth’s abatement! 

He who smites the rock and spreads the water, 

Bidding drink and live a crowd beneath him. 

Even he, the minute makes immortal. 

Proves, perchance, his mortal in the minute. 

Desecrates, belike, the deed in doing. 

While he smites, how can he but remember. 

So he smote before, in such a peril, 

When they stood and mocked—'* Shall smiting help us t ’’ 
When they drank and sneered—“ A stroke is easy ! ” 
When they wiped their mouths and went their journey, 
Throwing him for thanks—But drought was pleasant.*’ 
Thus old memories mar the actual triumph ; 

Thus the doing savours of disrehsh ; 

Thus achievement lacks a gracious somewhat; 
0^er*importuned brows becloud tlyj mandate. 

Carelessness or consciousness, the gesture. 

For he bears an ancient wrong about him, 

Sees and knows again those phalanxed faces, 

Hears, yet one time more, the ’customed prelude— 

“ How should’st thou, of all men, smite, and save us ? *’ 
Guesses what is like to prove the sequel— 

“ Egypt*s flesh-pots—nay, the drought was better*” 

11 * 

Oh, the crowd must have emphatic warrant! ^ 

Theirs, the Sinai-forehead’s cloven brilliance, 

Right-arm’s rod-sweep, tongue’s imperial fiat. 

Never dares the man put of! the prophet* 
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12 , 

Did he love one face from out the thousands, 

(Were she Jethro’s daughter, white and wifely, 

Were she but the jEthiopian bondslave,) 

He would envy yon dumb patient camel, 

Keeping a reserve of scanty water 
Meant to save his own life in the desert ; 

■ Ready in the desert to deliver 
(Kneeling down to let his breast be opened) 

Hoard and life together for his mistress, 

13, 

I shall never, in the years remaining. 

Paint you pictures, no, nor carve you statues, 

Make you music that should all-express me; 

So it seems : I stand on niy attainment. 

This of verse alone, one life allows me ; 

Verse and nothing else have I to give you. 

Other heights in other Lives, God willing— 

All t£e gifts from all the heights, your own. Love ! 

14 , 

Yet a semblance of resource avails us— 

Shade so finely touched, love’s sense must seise it. 
Take these lines, look lovingly and nearly. 

Lines I write the first time and the last time. 

He who works in fresco, steals a hair-brush, 

Curbs the liberal hand, subservient proudly. 

Cramps his spirit, crowds its all in little, 

Makes a strange art of an art familiar. 

Fills his lady’s missal-marge with flowerets* 

He who blows thro’ bronze, may breathe thro’ silver. 
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ONB WOBB MOEE, 


Fitly eerenade a slumbrous princess. 

He who writes, may write for once, as I do, 

16 . 

Love, you saw me gather men and women, 

Live or dead or fashioned by my fancy, 

Enter each and all, and use their service, 

Speak from every mouth,—the speech, a poem. 
Hardly shall I tell my joys and sorrows, 

Hopes and fears, belief aud disbelieving r 
I am mine and yours—the rest he all men’s, 
Karshook, Cleon, Norbert and the fifty, 

Iiet me speak this once in my true person. 

Not as Lippo, Roland or Andrea, 

Though the fruit of speech be just this sentence— 
Pray you, look on these my men and women, 
Take and keep my fifty poems finished ; 

AVhere my heart lies, let my brain lie also ! 

Poor the speech ; be how I speak, for all things. 

Not but that you know me I Lo, the moon’s self 
Here in London, yonder late in Florence, 

Still we find her face, the thrice-transfigured. 
Curving on a sky imbrued with colour, 

Drifted over Fiesole by twilight. 

Came she, our new crescent of a hair’s-breadth. 
Full she flared it, lamping Samminiato, 

Rounder ’twixt the cypresses and rounder, 

Perfect till the nightingales applauded. 

Now, a piece of her old self, impoverished, 

Hard to greet, she traverses the houscroofs, 
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Hurries with unhandsome thrift of silver, 
Goes dispiritedly,—glad to htiish. 


17. 

What, there^s nothing in the moon notc-worthy ? 

Nay—for if that moon could love a mortal, 

Use, to charm him (so to fit a fancy) 

All her magic {’tis the old sweet mythos) 

She would turn a new side to her mortal. 

Side unseen of herdsman, huntsman, steersman— 
Blank to Zoroaster on his terrace. 

Blind to Galileo on his turret. 

Dumb to Homer, dumb to Keats—him, even ! 

Think, the wonder of the moonstruck mortal— 

^Vhen she turns round, comes again in heaven. 

Opens out anew for worse or better ? 

Proves she like some portent of an ice-berg 
Swimming full upon the ship it founders. 

Hungry with huge teeth of splintered chryatals ? 
Proves she as the paved-work of a sapphire 
vSeen by Moses wlieu he climbed the mountain ? 

Moses, Aaron, Nadab and Abihu 
Climbed and saw the very God, the Highest, 

Stand upon the paved-work of a sapphire* 

Like the bodied heaven in his clearness 

Shone the stone, the sapphire of that paved-work, 

When they ate and drank and saw God also ! 

' 18. 

What were seen ? None knows, none ever shall know. 
Only this is sure—the sight were other, 

Not the moon’s same side, bom late in Florence, 
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Dying now impovetiahed here in London, 

God be thanked, the meanest o! his creatures 
Boasts two soul-sidesj one to face the world with^ 
One to show a woman when he loves her. 

This I say ofnie, but think of you, Loye 1 
This to you—yourself my moon of poets ! 

Ah, but that’s the world’s ride^—there’s the wonder— 
Thus they see you, praise you, think they know you. 
There, in turn I stand with them and praise you. 

Out of my own self, I dare to phrase it. 

But the best is when I glide from out them, 

Cross a step or two of dubious twilight. 

Come out on the other side, the novel 
Silent silver lights and darks undreamed of, 

Where T hush and bless myself with silence. 


20 . 

Oh, their Rafael of the* dear Madonnas, 

Oh, their Dante of the dread Inferno, 

Wrote one song—and in my brain I sing it* 
Drew one angel—borne, see, on my bosom I 
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MOTES 

Page 5* Lorn AmoTig the Ruins. In the later edition there 
are eeven stanzas instead of fourteen, two of those being 
ivriiten as one. 

Page 17. L 3. The good stars met in your horoscope. In 
earlier days great weight was attached to the position of the 
stars at the time of a cliild’s birth—hence the expression 
‘ to be born under a lucky star \ A horoscope is a plan of 
the heavens showing the pcwsition of the stars at any given 
moment. 

Page 19. Up cU a ViUa. Nowhere does Browning’s dra¬ 
matic power of projecting himself into another character show 
itself more clearly than in this poem. Though not a nature 
poet in the ordinary sense of the phrase, he had a keen 
appreciation of the beauties of earth and sea and aky, and 
not Wordsworth himself observed more minutely tEb details 
of plant or rock; but here he gives us the point of view of 
the man to whom aU wild-flowers are included under the 
generic term ‘ Rubbish of the fields and w^hose highest praise 
for a rose or lily is that ‘ it might be artificial ’* BrowTiing 
delights in studying antitheses, and many of his poems fall 
into groups. Place Up a Villa beside David’s great hymn 
of Nature in Saul or Home Thmighls from Abroad ; there can 
be no doubt which expresses the poet’s own feeling, and yet 
his sympathy w^ith the city-bred Italian who finds 

All tho year long at the villa, nothing’s to see « , . 

is genuine. He neither condemns nor despises; he simply 
presents him. 

Page 2h L 12, ctcofa, an insect, very common in Italy, 
which makes a noise something like a grasshoppeFi In late 
summer tho whole air quivers with their incessant soundi 

1062.4 V 
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ME2J AKT) WOMEN. 


Page 22. h 5. Pulcindlo : the original I Punch ^ of Punch 
and Judy shows. 

1, 11. Dante: Dante Alighieri (1265-1321),. author of the 
Divina Commedia, and greatest of all the poets of Italy, 
The Divine Cotnedy is divided into three parts and describes 
the poet’s vision of life hereafter in Hdlj Purgatory^ and 
Famdt^e. His descriptions are so vivid, that it is said as 
he passed along the streets women would call their children 
to them and say, * Look at the man who has been in hell/ 
Boccaccio (1313--75), noted both as poet and story-teller. 
His most famous work, the Becamerorit describes how a number 
of ladies and gentlemen flee from the plague at FJorence, and, 
shutting themselves up in a beautiful garden, beguile the time 
by telling each other witty and romantic tales. It was this 
which probably first ^vo Chaucer the idea of the Canterhtry 
Talcs, and his Knight's Tale is taken from another w^ork of 
Boccaccio’s, a romance in twelve books called the Teseidc, 
Pctrurca (1304-74), noted for his leai'ning and for his 
exquisite love-poems. He also had considerable influence on 
Chauccrjpwhoae Talc of Griselda was 

Lemed at Pad owe of a ’worthy clerk 

Frauncis Petrark, the laureat poet. 

Saint Jerome (c, 340-420 a.b,); one of the Fathei^ of 
the Church, noted for his learning and austerity of life. He 
translated the Old Testament from Hebrew into Latin, thus 
producing the version known as the Vulgate. Ho -was a great 
controversialist, and towards the end of his life provoked 
such bitter hostility that he was compelled to flee for his 
life and to remain in concealment for tw^o years. Tradition 
says that a lion became his faithful companion, and in pictures 
St. Jerome is usually represented sitting reading, with the 
lion at his feet. 

Page 26. Fra Lippo Lippi (1412-69). To the mind of the 
mediaeval Churchman beauty was a snare, and the flesh existed 
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merely that it might be subdued. Relies and images were 
renerated for their sacred properties; their appearanc© was 
beside the question. But in the thirteenth century came the 
da™ of that marvellous era of art which placed Italy among 
the great nations of the world, Cimabue’s Madonna carried 
in triumph through the street which was called * Glad * in 
her honour, marks the beginning of a period when, as Mr. J, A, 
S 3 aiionds puts it, art was to regulate men’s modes of thought. 
Instead of contenting themselves with rehgious symbols, 
painters turned with passionate interest to the W'orld around, 
ihem, and this interest led on the one hand to a keen apprecia¬ 
tion of beauty for beauty’s sake, and on the other to a care 
for the actualities of life which made it worth w^bile to paint 
street-urchin and contadino. 

Tins world’s no blot for us 
Nor blank—it means intensely, and means good; 

To find its meaning is my meat and drink. 

The greatest artists of all found in this a nobler means of 
expressing that love and aw’c which form the fioul of all 
religion, but in many cases, as in that of Fra Lippo Lippi, 
the connexion between art and religion became purely formal. 

* In proportion as painters fortified thehiselves by study of 
the natural world, their art became more seouJar. Mj'sttcism 
gave w^ay to rcalisra. It w^as felt that much beside religious 
aentiment was w^orthy of expression.’ ' 

You’ve seen the w’orld 
The beauty and the w^onder and the power, 

Tlie shajjcs of things, their colours, fights, and shades, 
Changes, surprises—and God made it all. 


But why not do as well as say—^paint these 
Just as they are, careless what comes of it ! 
God’s works—=paifit any one, and count it crime 
To let a truth slip. 


' J, A. Symouds, in 135, 

y 3 
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For doo^t jrou mark, we^re made so that we love 
First when we &e© them painted, things vre have passed 
Perhaps a hundred times nor cared to see* 

Filippo Lippi, the son of a butcher, left an orphan at an 
early age, and picking up a living about the streets of Florence, 
until at eight years old he was registered in the Community 
of the Carmelite friars of the Carmine, was a representative 
of the new order of things* He was a friar, not from religious 
conviction, but because it was easier to take the vows than 
to starve. He painted because he could not help it, and he 
painted saints and martyrs because pictures of that tyiie paid 
best. The re\dval of learning, and the strange blending of 
paganism and Christianity which resulted from it, affected 
him far less than it affected his pupil Botticelli. It was 
the actual world around him in which he was interested, and 
he saw no incongruity in painting a runa'ivay nun as the 
Madonna, or calling the prior^s niece ‘ St, Lucy \ The defence 
which Broviiing puts into Ins mouth is far more religious in 
tone than we should expect; but in this, as in many other 
instances, the poet ia expressing liis own point of view as well 
as that of the subject of the poem. He is giving us at once 
a dramatic presentation of a complex and passionate character, 
and his own conception of one side of renaissance art, Cf, 
Introduction, p, xvii. 

1. 17^ Coaimo. of the Medici {13S9-14M)* The Medici 
were a family of merchant princes who made themselves 
masters of Florence from the fourteenth century to the 
eighteenth century, Cosimo was noted not only for his 
administrative ability, but also for his love of literature and 
art. He was the patron of Fra Lippo Lippi, 

Page 30* 1* 121* The Eight i ‘the Eight of War’ was 
a new magistracy, created in 1375, w'hen Florence was at war 
with the Pope. 

1, 139, Carmelitea : one of the four orders of mendicant 
friars* They took their name from Mount Carmel, claiming 
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Elijah a^B their founder, and the wife of Obndiah aa the first 
abbess of their order. 

Camcddoltse : members of the religious order founded by 
St. Borauald at Camalodi, near Fiorenee, in 1012, 

Page 32. L 189, GioUo (o- 1260-1336), one of the most 
famous of the early Italian painters, noted for his purity and 
sweetness of religious feeling. Tradition gays that he was 
a shepherd*boy w'ho was found by Cimabue drawing pictures 
as ho watciied his sheep. His wonderful belbtower is referred 
to in Old in F/orence. 

Page 33, 1,235, (1387-1455): a Domini* 

can monk noted for the saintliness of his life and the beauty 
and simplicity of his paintings, who was to the irt of the 
Renaissance very much what George Herbert was to the poetry 
of the seventeenth century. He thought it wTong to study 
anatomy, and his figures are often w'ofuily out of drawling; 
but their colouring is extraordinarily pure and beautiful, and 
the religious fervour which inspires aU that he does gives 
them a [x^culiar charm of their own. The celb of the convent 
of San Marco in Fiorenec are adorned with frescoes of his 
painting, 

L 236, Brother Lorenzo (c, 1370-1425), called ‘ II Monaco * 
(the monk), w^as a member of the convent of the Camaldoles© 
monks of * the Angeli ^ in Florence, His paintings, though 
religions in spirit, are stiif and cold. 

Page 35, L 276, his nume is Guidi. Tomaso Guidi (1401- 
28), called ‘ Masaccio *, w'as a painter far in advance of his 
time. Numerous frescoes on the walls of the chapel of the 
Carmine are from his hand. 

Page 38, 1, 377, late perfecit opus. The picture referred 

to was painted by Lippi in 1441 as an aUar^pioce for the 
nuns of St, Ambrogio. It represents the Coronation of 
th5 Virgin, amidst a band of saints and angels. One of the 
attendant monks is the artist himself, and an angel close by 
bolds a scroll towards him, on w’hich is written iste per fecit 
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Qpits (He accompiished the tuork). Tlie picture is now in th© 
Accadcmia of Florence, 

Page 3£I, A Toccata of OaJuppl^s, A toccata is a piece of 
music devised in tlie first place to show off the skill of the 
performer, and in the second, the capabilities of the iiiatru- 
ment. It was often improvised, and was fnIJ of rapid scale 
passages and sudden chords, 

BaUassare Galnppi (1706-85), a noted musician of hie 
daj, who wTote both church music and opera, Metaatasio 
speaks of lum as a very good u-riter for stringed instruments, 
but ‘ a v'cry bad workman for poets ’ {Os:ford History of J/imc, 
vol, iv, p, 245). Bro™mg seems to have chosen his name 
at random, and the choice is an instance of his curious, 
superficial knowledge of the by-ways of music. 

Stanza 2, St. Marh*s : the great cathedral of Venice. 
where the Dogee used to wed the sea tPtth rings: on the 
feast of the Ascemion the Doge, or ruler, of Venice went in 
state and esat a ring into the Adriatic aa a symbol of the 
union between Venice and the sea. 

Stanza 3. Shylock's &rtd^e: the Rialto. 

Page 40. stanza 6, clavichordf the forerunner of the modern 
square piano, a keyed instrument of very delicate lone, 

stanza 7, those suspensions^ those soltilions i suspension 
is the process of arresting one note in a chord while the 
others move on, *the part which is stayed in this manner 
commonly produces dissonance, which is relieved by its then 
passing on to the jKJsition it would naturally have occupied 
sooner had the motion of the parts been simultaneous * 
[Grove’s Dictionary]: solution is the passing from a chord 
on wdiich it is impossible to stay, to that to which it leads. 



Page 41, stanza 8, the doininani is the fifth note of iho 
scale of any key count iug upwards. It marks the key, and 
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forms *tiie point erf rest in tho imperfect cadence or half 
close, and the point of departure to the tonic in the perfect 
cadence or full close’ [Grove’s Bictionary]- 

Page 4$, Btj ihe Fire-side ; cf. Introduction, p^ and 
note, p* 328. 

Page 60. stana^i 37. chrt/soliie: a precious stono which 
varies in colour from pale yellow to dark green. Chie of the 
stones mentioned in Revelation xxi. 20- 

Fag E 55. Ant/ Wife io any Husband. CL Introduction 

p. 3EV. 

Page 57- 1.11. Tiiian^s Venus t Tiziano Vecdli^ called 
Tiluin (c^ 1477-1576), one of the most famous of Italian 
painters, noted for the richness of his colouring and his 
delight in sensuous beauty. He has painted more than one 
famous Vmus. 

Page 60. 1. 17. snake-stone : certain stones were supposed 

to have semi-magical properties which made them able to 
cure snake-bites. These stones were rare, and were naturally 
much valued- 

Page Gl. L 28. Same say Vespasian cometK same^ his son : 
Vespasian, Em})eror of Rome from 70 to 79 a. d. Both he 
and his son T’fiw# were famous genet als^ and it was Tit its 
w'ho besieged and captured derUBalem (a. d, 70)- 

1. 42- viscid, clammy. 

choler,. a bilious ailmetit. 

1.43. In ttrlians: a tei^tian fever recurs every second day. 

I, 44. falihig-skkness: an illness in which the pafient b 
seized with a fit and fails to the ground —a popular name for 
epilepsy. 

L 60. suUimate, something which has been reduced tu 
vapour by heat and then condensed again; in this case it 
is a particular medicine which has been thus prepared. 

Page 02. 1. 55. yamdrwjacanth ; (goat-thorn : astragalus 

tragacantbus) a thorny ahinb which exudes resinous gum. 
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It-H medicinal pToperties were w^eli known to the ancienta, and 
are mentioned by Celsus and Pliny, 

1. 57. the i, e* the marble of which the mortar 

was composed. 

Page 63* I* 89* conctU^ fancy* 

1.109. Sanguine^ active, energetic. Doctors recognized 
four kinds of temperament, choleric, lymphalic* nervous* and 
sanguine, 

1.110. hc^it^ condition. 

Page 65. h 177. Gre^ fire, one of the most dreaded 
weapons employed by the soldiers of the East. It was a kind 
of liquid fire which adhered to whatever it touched. Greek 
fire proper was not invented until the siege of Constantinople 
(a. D- 673-9)—long after the supposed date of ttiis poem— 
but liquid fire in some form wbq known to the Assyriana. 

Page 68. h 282. nilrau^, containing nitre or saltpelm, a 
chemicai compound much used in medicine. 

Page 70. Mesmeric : JVfrs. Browning was much interesfcd 
in spiritualism and mesmerism, and in later years fell for 
a lime under the influence of the notorious medium, 
David Horae. Prom the outset, Browning himself regarded 
these quest ions with suspicion; his sbrew'd common sense 
saw the ease with ’which imposture could be practised—as 
he show'ed later* in his portrait of Mr, Sltidge the Medium — 
and his innate reverence for all things spiritual made him 
shrink from the thought of meddling with matters too liigh 
for human knowledge. The last two stanzas of this poem 
show how strong this reverenee was, and how deeply he felt 
the responsibility of such an attempt to dominate the soul 
of another. Wliile fully alive to the power of influence. 
Browning has the gi'catest resi>ect for individuality. Ang 
Wife io any HusbaTtd turns on the impossibility of forcing 
any one on to a higher level: Mesmerism emphasizes 
the danger of endeavouring to subjugate some one else’s 
personality. 
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Paoe 72, L 5, ccUot^pi^y photographer. The calotype pro- 
(sees was invented about 1840 ; it is not now in use, 

Paoe 73, 1. 10, lra€£ile, obedientj capable of being led in 
any direction. 

Page 80, In^ns Tyrannua. Cf, Introduction, p, lix. The 
ke 3 rnot 0 of Browning’s religion is his belief in the direct 
intercourse between Grod and the souU and the m 3 ^terious 
forces which man consequently has at command. Here is 
a man so mean that he has not even a friend, but let him once 
catch at God’s skirts and pray, and the tyrant is powerless 
against him. Again and again Browning comes back to this 
thought of the individual; it permeates Christmas Eve, it 
confronts us in Cleon and in Karahish ; it is the secret of the 
poet’s uixwaverlng faith that 

God’s in His Heaven ; 

All’s right with the w^orld,* 

Page SI, i, 5, apiith, literally that spilled from the dagon, 
i,e, liquor, 

1. 28, gravament bindcn. Lat, gravare, to weigh down. 

Page 87, Chil^e Roland i Childe is an old term for knight— 
cf, Horn Child, Childe Harold, 

It is not often that Browning gives ua a purely descriptive 
poem, and even in this the growing horror and disgust of 
Childe Boland himself are what impress us most—it is dramatic 
description* But while human interest in some form or other 
is almost always the centre of any poem of Browning’s, his 
power of vivid description is unsurpassed* Ho has the gift 
of selection, of choosing detail which bears directly on the 
main theme ; the ragged thistle-stalks and tom docks in 
stanKa 12, the ‘stiff blind horse —said to have inspired tlie 
poem—the ‘ sudden little riv^er,, - As unexpected as a serpent/ 
stand out with almost terrifying distinctness. The details 
themselves are simple and natural enough, there is none of 
the theatrical effect which often mars Bjron’s finest passages^ 

' PipfM Poasea. 
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but through them all quivers a sense of human passion* The 
forest, walk in By iht Fire-aide begins quietly enough- 
mountain-path strewn 'with tborny chestnut Imlls and edged 
with rose-flesh mushrooms and crimson creeper, leads to a 
tiny chapel. The whole scene stands before our eyes; we 
hear the small bird that sings all day, we see the brown 
hawks Tvith wide Tvings * Strained to a bell ’; but even io 
tliis purely descriptive part of the poem there is a tensity of 
feeling which marks it off from any similar deseription of 
^ Vordswort h’s. ^ It is not ‘ emotion recollected i n tranquil I ity \ 
but emotion lived through once more, and we feel no surprise 
when 

. . . the silence grows 

To that degree, yon half believe 
It must get rid of what it know's^ 

Its bosom docs so heave, 

Tennyson and Bj^on too often regard Nature ns a setting 
for their own despair. The beautiful descriptions of In 
Memoriam and Oh tide Bardd^ exquisite as t hey arOj have 
a touch of morbidity ; and the lesser poets who have striven 
to catch their note call to mind the tourist w^ho is photo¬ 
graphed w'ith Niagara as a background. Browning is never 
guilty of this form of poetic fallacy, simply because he is 
never self-conscious. He feels intensely, and his feeling colours 
w'liat he sees, but he does not stop to consider him self and 
his emotion. He never attains the great serenity of Words¬ 
worth or Milton, he never leaves us face to face with Nature, 
but he carries us with him in his rapture of joy or pain or 
adoration- The description of the lunar rainbow in Christmas 
Eve breathes the same spirit which inspires Vaughan's, 

I saw Eternity the other night- 

Browming's use of simile in description is worthy of notice- 
He has something of Spenser’s fondness for giving a complete 
picture by way of simile or illustration, or of drawing some 
uioral parallel, but w hereas in Spenser this checks the action 
' e, g. Preludtij i. 271, &.c. 
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and lieJps to make it detached and remote, in Browning 
illustration and parallel arc so closely associated with the 
original theme that they serve to heighten the feeling. The 
last line of stanza 21 of Ckilde Roland, and the parenthesis 
in stanza 25, are excellent examples of his method. He is 
particularly successful in describing the Italy that he loved, 
in giving clear-cut outlines and vivid colours, but Childe, 
Roland show's that he is also capable of painting a far colder 
and sterner landscape. 

Page 89, i. 21. calcine, bum. 

Page 90. I. 8, ccUoped, made tender by beating. 

Page 92, L 7, cirque^ circle. 

1. 17, Tophei, he!L 

Page 94. L 2^. dag-hom t a eorruplion of slogan, a war- 
cry* A shig-h^rn is a horn blown as a challenge to those 
whom it summons. 

Page 95. Respectability. Here, as in ilie Statue and the 
Busty Brow'ning show's his imi>atience of mere conventionality 
as such. It is not that he is in sympathy w’^ith those who 
set all law at defiance, but he runs a-tilt at the idea that it 
is the name that matters, not the thing. Hi^ own life showetl 
that he could overstep the bounds of commonplaoe pro¬ 
priety when necessary, without losing bis natural love of 
order. RmpeckibUity is a cry of impatience over the minutiae 
of conventional behaviour ; the Flight of the Ducktss is an 
illustration of the dcadenmg power of formalism carried to 
extremes. 

L 15, Ami fed tJie BouU\mt, &c,, i, e, watch the lights of 
the Paris boulevard. 

L 21. the Instihdti Vl^istiiut National on the Quai 
Voltaire is the meeting-place of the various ‘academies* of 
France, i, o. the learned bodies which encourage art, science, 
and literature. 

.22, Ciiizoi (1787^1874), a famous French historian and 
siatesmau. 
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2 Monialemherl (1810-70), a noted French utatceman, 
author, and orator- 

L 23, lampionst smaU lamps. 

Page 97* 1, 10, Jmsilisk^ a fabulous monster which pos’ 
eeased the power of killing with a glance. 

Page 99. The Siaiue and the Cf, Introductioii, p. i. 

Page 100, 1. 39. By Coahm and hie cursed of* p* 322. 
The Medici destrojed the republic of Florence. 

Page 101. I. 57. calafalk, a stage, usually erected in the 
nave of a church, on which a coffin rests. Here it is used 
for the funeral procession. 

1. 72. Ave-hdl: a boll rung at morning, midday, and 
evening, as a call to prayer. The name., conies from the 
opening words of the prayer: Ave Maria—Hail Mary* 

Page 102. L 94. AmOt the ri%w on which Florence stands. 

Page 105. 1. 109, EMia^s craft : Luca ddla Eohbia (1399- 
1482), a famous sculptor and modeller, specially noted for 
the production of figures in glazed or enamelled terra-cotta. 
The st-atue and the bust are both to be seen in the Piazza 
dell’ Annunziata in Florence. The bust stands at a window 
of the Palazzo Biccardi-Mannelli, and the bronze statue of 
the duke in the centre of the square. 

Page 106. 1. 187. cornice^ an omamental moulding which 
projects from the part which it finishes. 

1. 202. John of Douayi GHan Bologna (1524-1608), born 
at Houai, but educated in Florence ; a famous sculptor* 

Page 108, 1. 250* Dc Ufahula; the whole phrase runs 
mulala mwnuie de ie/(d^tda jiarredar, change the name and 
the story applies to you. 

Page 110. Life in a Iawc. CL Introduction, p. 3 d. 

Page 111. How it Mr ikes a OoTilentporary. The chief interest 
in this poem lies in its revelation of Browning’s conception 
of the function of a poet. Many poets and critics have 
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attempted to define poetry and to discuss its purpose* To 
one the poet is a prophet, to another a feigner or maker 
of fables, to a third a man ' endowed with more lively sensi¬ 
bility, more enthufliasm and tenderness, who has a greater 
knowledge of human nature and a more comprehensive soul 
than are supposed to be common among mankind ’; to 
Browuiing he is the man who sees: 

He took such cognisance of men and things. 

If any beat a horse, you felt he saw ; 

If any cursed a woman, he took note ; 

Yet stared at nobody— 

the true judge and keeper of order, 

Doing the King’s work all the dim day long; 

the man with something of Lascarus’s gift of seeing things in 
their right proportion* And such a man, though he may be 
left to poverty, though he may m&er apparent neglect, is 
yet recognized, however dimly, as the real ‘ Corregidor 
The town’s true master if the town but knew, 
having a seeret authority which makes men fear his judge¬ 
ments* Cf* Meinombilia, p. 335, and p* 347* 

PagkIIL K 3* Valiad^idi the chief to wm of the province 
of that name in Spain, It was conquered by the Moors, but 
recaptured from them in the tenth century* 

Page 114* 1*90* ike Corregidor i the chief magistrate of 

a Spanish town* 

1 . 115* the Prado i the fashionable promenade of Madrid* 
Page 117* L 21* They scratch his name on the Abbey-stones^ 
i.e. ^ive him a tomb in Westminster Abbey* 

Page 121. 1* IL Brescia t capital of the province of Brescia 

in Northern Italy* Browning was greatly interested in tho 
Italian patriots who followed GaribaJdi, and more than one 
of his poems refer to the wars of 1848-50* 

Page 122* Master Fhigues of Sa^e-Ootha ; an imaginary 
German organist, created by Bromiing for the occasion* 
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Paoe 123, stanza 7. htivt, handla 
ataiiza 8. dain&'s i keyboards. Germ, Mavitr^ piano, . 

Page 124, stanza 10, acidufs : a sciolist is one who has 
only superficial knowledge of a subject, 

aheni: rebuked, OE, scendan, to put to shame, 
stanza 14. discepi^ contend, disagree, Lat, discepiare* 

Page 125, stanza 16, crepilant: lit. crackling ; a noise 
resembling a aeries of minute explosions, 
sirepiiaTit^ bobterous, noisy. 

0 Dana ides, 0 Sim^t : Danaus, in Greek mythology, was 
the King of Argos and the fattier of fifty dauglitors, the 
Danaidcs. These daughters were sought in marriage by their 
fifty cousins, sons of Aegyptus. On the wedding-niglit 
all but one of the Banaides murdered their husbands in 
revenge for an old i^Trong done by Aegyptus to their father, 
and as a punishment they were compelled in the under-world 
for ever to pour water into a sieve. They are invoked as 
symboiie of a never-ending dispute which leads to nothing. 

Page 125, stanza 17. emuial Eacdbar^si a casuist is 
a x>erson who applies general rules of religion or morality to 
particular cases. The term is often used to imply quibbling 
or hair-splitting, Escobar y Mendoza {1589” 1669) was a 
famous Jesuit and casuist. His theory, that purity of inten¬ 
tion atones for evil action, was bitterly attacked by Pascal, 
stanza 18, E&t fuga^ volvUnr rota, ‘It fiiea; the w'heeJ 
turns round,’ A play upon the musical term ‘ fugue \ 

stanza 19, riapoating i a riposte is a quick, short thrust 
in fencing, given after parrying a lunge from the opponent. 
It is usually given without moving from the spot, before;the 
adversary lias time to recover his guard. 

Page 126, stanza 20. tichmw i ticking, a strong material 
made of linen or cotton. 

Page 127, stanza 28. med pmnd^ * at my risk/ 

Qorgon : the monster slain by Perseus, Every one who 
mot the Gorgon’s gaze was turned to stone. 
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mode PalestriTm t Pakstrim was a famoas miJBician of 
tiie sixteenth century. 

Page 128. I. 0. Piigin i a well-known architect w*ho de¬ 
signed and modelled a large part of the decorations and 
sculpture for the Houses of Parliament (1836-7). He became 
a Roman Catholic and most of his plans were for Catholic 
churches. 

Page 129. L 34. Corpus Chrkti Day: the Thursday after 
Trinity Sunday^ which is observed by all Catholics as a feast 
in honour of the Blessed Sacrament. 

1. 45. Che ch*€ t a common Italian exclamation. 

P.4CE 130. I. 64. Count Or say : the last of the famous 
dantUes, of the early nineteenth century. He was an intimat-e 
friend of Louis Kapoleon, and w^aa noted for his handsome 
person, brilliancy, and wit. 

P. 40 E 131. 1. 108. Balzac (1799-1858); a famous French 

realistic novelist. 

Page 132. I. 114, Pctrmc^s pride^ the Jerome z Correggio^s 
great picture of St. Jerome. ‘ Parma’s pride ’ because Cor* 
reggio was born at Parma, 

1 . 115. Con^e^io : Antonio Allegri, commonly called Cor* 
reggio, an Italian painter of the sixteenth century, noted for 
the sensuous beauty of bis hgurea, and bis wonderful manage* 
ment of light and shade. He is said to have studied at 
Modena, but this is uncertain. 

Page 134. 1.184. Buripides (480-406 b. c.), one of the 

most famous of Greek poets and dramatists, said to have 
produced ninety-two dramas. Among the most famous of 
his tragedies are the Ifedea, the AlcestiSf the HippolytuSf and 
the Troades, 

Page 138. I. 316. or rather HtldebrancTsz Hildebrand 
(c. 1020-85), as Gregory VI1, boeamo one of the greatest and 
most famous of all the Popes, and did much to organize the 
Churoh and establish its supremacy. 
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Page 140* I 3Sl. rer(/»(lS13-1001), a popular composer of 
Italian opera. 

Page 141. L 380, Mmstni (ITO^^ISOS), tbe greatest of 
Italian operatic composers. His best-known operas are tbo 
Barber of SeinUe^ Wikiam Tell, and Semiramis, 

I. 41L ScheUing (1775-1854), -a famous German philo¬ 
sopher. 

Page 143. I. 475. AttMedilz : a small town in MorsYia, at 
wliich Napoleon defeated the combined forces of Russia and 
Austria (1805). 

Page 145. L 516, Gitdio Bomatw (Oiulio dei Giannuzzi) 
(1492-1546): a pupil of Raphaers, painter and architect. 
He belongs to the period when Italian art was in its decadence, 
but his work shows a certain grandeur of conception. 

Dowland, an English composer of the sisiteenth century. 
In 1597 he published ‘ The First Booke of Songes or Ayres of 
foure parts with Tableture for the Lute', a work which after¬ 
wards became extremely popular. 

1 , 519. Pandtilph of fair Milan cardinalf the quotation is 
from Xing John^ iir. i, 138, 

Page 147. 1. 577, Sir anas, chief of the Tubingen school, 
and author of the famous Ldten Jem (Life of Jesus), was a 
German critic who applied to the New Testament the same 
method of inTestigation which had already been applied to 
Greek and Eoman traditions, and rejeeted everything of a 
miraculous nature. 

Page 151, 1. 703. hroiher Nemman, Cardinal New'man. 

L 704. ike ImmmulaH Concepliont the doctrine that the 
Virgin Mary w'as free from all taint of original sin, which in 1854 
was declared to be an article of faith in the Roman Church, 

I. 715. King Bonj^a^s lazzaroni, &c, Kirig Bomba was an 
opprobrious title bestowed upon Ferdinand II of Naples 
(1819-59), in consequence of his cruel bombardment of the 
city, Lazzaroni — raggamuffins. 

L 716. AnioneUif a famous Cardinal of the day. 
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Pagii 152. L 72S. The Naples liquefaction : St. Jantiaritiii 
waa a Cliristian juartyr of the fourth century. His body ia 
preserved at Naples, where there are also phials said to con¬ 
tain his blood. On three festivals in each year—as a^ell as 
on occasions of any great public danger or calamity—these 
phials are oanied in solemn procession to the high altar of 
the Cathedral; prayer is offered, and the dry blood then 
becomes liquid and is shown to the people for veneration. 
Enomioug crowds assemble to witness the miracle, and if 
there is any delay the people frequently itrge St. JanuariuB 
to make haste and not to keep them waiting. 

1 . 744. FicMe (1797-1879), a German metaphysical 
philosopher who wTote works on speculative theology. 

Page 158. 1. 914. fictUe^ made of pottery, 

I. 915. Anacreon^ a Greek poet of the sixth century n. a, 
famous for his drinking-songa 

Page 160. 1. 972. in pariibu-e Mpiscopus^ nee non : a bishop 

in paHihits means a bbhop who derives liis title from some 
old see wliich has fallen away from the Catholic faith, e, g. the 
Bishop of Emmaus, 

Page 162* Mmiorabtlia. Browning more than once recurs 
to the inability of the world to recognize a poet when they 
see him. To him, the mere fact of having met Shelley Is 
enough to dignify and distinguish a man, as the mere fact 
of picking up an eagleb feather makes memorable the place 
where you found it; but the commonplace man of the world 
cannot realize the difference between Shelley and any other 
chance acquaintance, and Browning*s w*onder and rapture 
seem to him far-fetched and ludicrous* 

Page 107. (1487-1531), Browning chooses 

Pra Lippo Lippi to represent the realistic side of Renaissance 
art; Andrea del Sarto to represent its passion for sensuous 
l>eauty, Amlrea d’Agnolo (nicknamed del Sarto—the tailor) 
was called by hia contemporaries " the faultless painter His 
technique was perfect, and as a colourist he introduced now 
and beautiful effects, hia ailver-groy harmonies being par- 
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tbularly lovely and characteristic. But in hm paintings, even 
more than in Lippo Lippi's, we are conscious of a certain 
incongruity between subject and title. There is no depth of 
feeling or devotion in his sacred pictures, his Madonnas are 
so many beautiful society wotiion—they do not even represent 
the more tender side of motherhood* they are studies of the 
fair, false wife who betrayed liim. His story was a tragic 
one, Francis I of France being struck by the beauty of his 
work, invited him to Paris and loaded him with favours. 
But Lucreaia wearied of the French court,^and persuaded 
her husband to ask leave of absence for a wliile, that he might 
visit his native land. PerniLssion was readily granted, and 
the king entrusted him with a large sum of money with 
which to buy w^orks of art- Once back in Florenoe, Andrea 
forgot all claims of gratitude and honour, and squandered 
not only his own money, but the king's. Ashamed to return 
and face his friend and patron, lie stayed on year after year, 
until at last he w^as reduced to great poverty. His wife left 
him, and finally he died of the plague, alone and unfriended. 
The idea which underlies the poeiU'—the inability of mere 
sensuous beauty to satisfy the artistic sense—is worked out 
more fully in Old Pictures tn Ftorence, stanzas 15-19. 

Page 167. 1. 15. FiesoUf a village on the hills north-east 

of Florence, 

Page 170. 1,03. MoreUoi Monte Morel I o, a mountain near 

Florence. 

L 104, ihe VrhincUe : EaffaeUo Faiiiif commonly called 
Mdjdiaelf was born at Urbino in 1483 and died in 1502, He 
la specially famous as a painter of sacred pictures, perhaps 
the best-known of all his works being the so-called Sistine 
MadQ7i7m at Dresden, He was of a remarkably sweet and 
lovable nature, * indeed, judged by the lux standard of those 
times, he might be called almost immaculate' (J. A. Symonds, 
Renausame in p. 240). 

1. 105. George Vasari {1511-74), an Italian architect and 
painter* famous as a biographer and critic of artists. 
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Page Ill, L 129. Angelo: Miohuetangeh Buonarroti, com- 
monly called Atichadangelo (1475-1564)j painter, acnJptor, 
arcMtept, poet, and engineer. Among hia most famoiis works 
are the frescoes in the Sistine Chapel in the V’atican, the 
great statue of David at Rome, and the wonderful tomb in 
the Medici Chapel at Florence, with its four gigantic reoum- 
bont figures of Night, Morning, Danm, and Twilight. 

Page 172, 1, 149, FofUainebkatt ; famous for ite chateau 

and the beautiful forest that surrounds it, A favourite 
pleasure-resort of the kings of France^ 

Page 175, I, 292, Leojtard : Leonardo da Vinci (1452- 
1519} was as universal a genius as Michaolangelo. Famous 
as painter, sculptor, author, and musician, he also invented 
machinery and devised new engines of war, and new^ methods 
of draining marshes. He di'ew up the plans for Milan Cat he* 
dral, and at the same time his minute and careful studies of 
flowers and plants h^e botanical as well as artistic value. 
Among hh most famoua works are the wonderful fresco of 
the Last Silver in the refectory of the Convent of Santa 
Maria delle Grazie, at Milan ; the portrait of Mona Lisa, in 
the Louvre ; and the Jftjdoano- amo7ig Books, in the National 
Gallery, 

Page 177, 1, 8 , misfeasance, wrong. 

Page 185, Old Pict ures in Florence, In this poem Browming 
is expressing in terms of art a favourite thought, wdiich in 
the Grammarian^s Funeral and Abt Vogler he expresses in 
terms of religion: 

That low man seeks a iittle thing to do, 

Sees it and does it: 

This high man, with a great thing to pursue 
Dies ere he hnow^s it. 

That, has the world here—should he need the next. 
Let the world mind him \ 

This, tlirows himself on God, and unperplexed 
Seeking shall lind Him. 
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It 13 the et-ernal contrast between purpose and achievement^ 
or, in artistic language, between romantic and classical, Greek 
art, as Browning takes it here, represents perfection of form, 
the complete expression of a finite thought— 

Simple beauty and nought else,— 
an ideal above attaii^ment, but not above compreliension, 

Growth came when, looking your last on tlieni all. 
You turned your eyes inwardly one fine day 
And cried with a start—What if we so small 
Are greater, ay, greater the while than they ! 

Are they perfect of lineament, perfect of stature ? 

In both of such lower types are we 
Precisely because of our wider nature; 

For time, theirs—oirrs for eternity. 

Fresco and picture may fade and die, but those wdio wTOUght 
them, those mighty souls whose reach exceeded their grasp, 
have gained the perfect vision. 

Now that they see God face to face 
And have all attained to be poets, 1 hope. 

Thus the faultiness of execution, which is the necessary out¬ 
come of liuman limitations, is of comparatively small moment: 
Things learned on eartli, we shall practise in heaven— 

the point lies in the learning. The early painters and sculptors 
make a special appeal to Browning, because they strove after 
an ideal which was far beyond their reach. The poem ends, 
characteristically, with a note of hope. Art is not dead, but 
it can flourish only in a land of ideals. When Italy shakes 
off the Austrian yoke and Freedom is once more restored 
to Florence, some great soul may be found fit to complete 
Giotto's Tower,— 

Pure Art’s birth being still the repubiio’s. 

The poet looks forward to the day when Masiicini's motto, 
’ God and the people,* shall be triumphant, believing that in 
that new birth the older Renaissance wdll be rightly understood. 
Stanza 2, the 3i^^rtling hell’t&i&er QuMo rai&ed \ one of the 
most beautiful buildings in Florence is ‘ Giotto’s Tower *— 
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the cainpauilo fbell*tovver) of the Cathedral, It is built of 
exquisitely coloured marbles^ and the carving and tracery 
are extraordinarily delicate and line. 

Page 187. stanza 8, DeUo (I603“58)s a painter of historicaJ 
'‘subjects. 

Stanza 9, SUfm^w (1301-50): Stefano FtoreTUino, alsc 
called Stefano Ponle VecchiOf and Lo Scrimmia {the ape). 
The only work of his that has escaped destruction is a picture 
of the Virgin and Child^ at Pisa, 

Stenza 10. Us transU : later, altered to aic transit. 

Page 188. stanza 12. And bringing your own shoritotnings 
there: later altered to Earth here^ rebuked by Olympus there. 

Stanza 13. Theseus: the Athenian hero who, with the 
help of Ariadne, killed the Minotaur, and afterwards became 
King of Athens, A famous stetuej representing him as seated, 
was carved by Phidias on the west fiediment of the Parthenon, 
and is now among the Elgin Marbles in the British Museum. 
* Hapless Theseits sits and shall sit for ever,’ Virgil, Aeneidt 
vi, 617 (Mackail’s translation). 

Son of Priam i Hector, the leader of the Trojans: fre¬ 
quently represented in Greek friezes, 

Apollof the sun-god, was the son of Jupiter and Latona. 
Juno, moved by jealousy, sent the serpent Python to torment 
Latona, and Apollons first action was to destroy this monster. 
He was noted for his ^ace and beauty, and one of the most 
famous Greek stetues is that of the Apollo Belvedere in Bome, 
daughter of Tantalus and wife of Amphion, King 
of Thebes, boasted that her ohildren w^ere more beautiful 
than Apollo and his sister Artemis, In revenge, Apollo slew' 
them. The famous group representing Niobe vainly trying 
to protect her children from the arrow^s of the sun-god, was 
carvTid either by Scopes or Praxiteles (see Pliny, NaL Hist., 
xxxvi. 28), and is now in the Uffizzi Gallery at Florence, 

Racers' frieze^ carved by Phidias on the north side ot 
the Parthenon ; now' in the Britislx Museum. 

Alejcatider^ the second name of Paris, son of Priam, who 
killed by Philoctetes at the end of the Trojan ’War. 
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Page 189. stanza 14* \ later altered to 

a wiorloTa 

own plan: later altered to God's deaf pktn* 

Page 190, stanza 17, fust (was it not P) ‘ 0 *: Vasari^ 
says that the Pope once sent a messenger to Giotto, asking 
for a specimen of his skill as an artist. Instead of the picture 
wliich the messenger e^^peeted to carry back with him, Giotto 
inerely drew, with one sweep of his brush, a perfect circle, 
and gave him that. 

Stanza 19, Replied^ &c. Later, To beco^ne now self- 
acquaint ers. 

Stanza 20. fuU hmour and ghry : later altered to their 
guerdon and glorg, 

quiddity Lat. quidditmt a scholastic term meaning a 
captioiis argument, or subtlety. See Hamlei^ v, i, 94; * Where 
be his quiddits now ? ^ 

aUoculion., formal address, speech. 

oiir degree i later altered to, your degree^ 

Page 191, stanza 2L congeries, collections of various 
things brought together. 

Stanza 23, Nicolo the Pisan (c, 120G-7S): Ntccola Pisano, 
architect and sculptor, the real founder of Italian art. He 
first showed the modern world how to combine reverence for 
antiquity wdth fidelity to nature, and thus breathed new life 
into sculpture. His work shows that union of Hellenism and 
Christianity which w'as to prove the doaiinatiog factor in 
Itenaissance art. 

Cimabue (c, 1240-c. 1302), one of the first painters to study 
from a living model. His great picture of the Madonna, still 
preserved in the Church of Santa Maria Novella at Florence, 
marked the dawn of a new' era in iiaiiiting. It w'as carried 
to its place, crowned with roses, and preceded by trumpeters ; 
all Florence hailing it with delight, Cimabue’s saints and 
angels have still something of the stiffness of the earlier 
Byzantine and Eomauesque figures, but they show an attempt 
to represent emotion, to be more than mere symbols; the 
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painter is no longer content with traditional treatment and 
conceptbn, though ho is still hampered by them* 

Ghiberi »(13 7S-1455), ai‘chi tect and scu Iptor* He designed 
and executed the reliefs on two of the great bronze gates of 
the Baptistry at Florence* 

Ghirland<tjo (1449-c* 1494)* Domenico Bigordi^ called 
GhirlandajOf a skilful but unimaginatiYe painter, particularly 
noted for his use of fresco; the master of 3Iichael Angelo, 

Page 192, stanza 25* Such &c*j later aJteied t-o, 

jS’uc^ doom, hoiv a mplive mtgJU be oiil-ferreied. 

Stanza 26* Sandro (1447-1510): Aleemndm Filipepi^ 
called ^Sandro BrMictlli^ ptipil of Pra Lippo Lippi* His 
work shows to a marked degree the intermingling of ancient 
and modern thought— Spring^ for example, being in sympathy 
wdth the spirit both of Greece and of the JliddJe Ages—be is at 
once mystic and classical* The grace and lightness of h is figures, 
and the beauty of his drapery are specially noticeable* In 
later life he came under the influence of Savonarola* and is said 
to have abandoned painting after the great preacher^s death* 
hippino (1457-1504), the natural son of Fra lAppo hippie 
noted for Ids religious paintings* Several of his pictures have 
been wrongly attributed to other artists* 

Taddeo Gaddi (c* 1300-66), the godson of GieMo, Many 
of his frescoes have disappeared, but some of his work is still 
to be seen in the Church of Santa Croce at Florence, and at 
Pisa, and several of Jiis altar-pieces remain* 
intonaco, rough cast. 

Lorenzo Monaco, Cf* p* 323* 

Stanza 27* Follajolo (1429-98), goldsmith and sculptor, 
noted for the almost savage energy of Ids figures* 

Baldovinetii (1427-99), one of tiie most prominent 
masters of the early Florentine Renaissance, noted for hia 
extensive backgrounds and careful treatment of nature* 

Page 193* stanza 28, Margheritone of Arezzo (1216-93), 
painter, sculptor, and architect, 
barrclt cap. 
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St>anra 28. you bald, &c., later * old ’ ia imerted before 
‘ saturnine % 

Stanssa 29. Zbjiq^ a Greek philosopher who tiouriBhed 
about 500 B. c. 

Carlino, sculptor and architect of the late thirteenth 
and early fourteenth centuries. 

Stanza 30. Bnried : later altered to Wm burted. 

Stanza 3L San SpirUot a famous Florentine basilica, 
containing a large number of picCurea by famous Italian 
masters, including one by Lippo Lippi 

Ognissanti : the Church of San Salvadore d'Ognissanti, 
which contains works by Giotto, Ghirlandajo, and others. 

deiur atnanti: let it be giTen to him who loves it. 

Page 194. stanza 31* Persian Safi: a sofi, or sufi, ia a 
Mohammedan mystic. 

Stanza 32. Badelzky: comraander of the Austrian forces 
in Northern Italy. In 1848, at the age of 82, he was driven 
out of Milan, but ultimately he succeeded in re-entering the 
city, and in compelling Venice to surrender. He ruled the 
Lombard and Venetian territories till 1857. 

Stanza 33. shoots &c .; later altered to Tbis fimct 

we'li shod beUer game and bag *em hof. 

No display ; later altered to No mere display. 

Wilan-agemot^ gathering of wise men ; the name given 
to the council of the nation in pre-Conquest days, 

* Casa Ouidif- quod videos ante: Casa Guidi was the name 
of Krowning a villa in Florence; which see above —the reference 
is to stanza 1. 

To ponder : later altered to Shall ponder. 

Loraine : in 1737 Tuscany was given to Francis of 
Loraine, the husband of Maria Theresa, Empress of Austria* 
After various vicissitudes it once more came back to the house 
of Loraine after the French occupalion of 1815. 

Orgagna ; a painter and sculptor of the sixteenth century; 
the pupil of Andrea del Sarto. 

Stanza 34- Say fU Ikings; later altered to UUer fU 
things. 
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Sel truth, &o. ; later altered to Feel truth <it hlood’h4:at 
and falsehood at zero rate. 

Page 195. stanza 35. spare of an * ismmo *; the Italian 
suffix which marks tlie superlativa 

endiTtg our half-told tale of Cambusami Cambiiscaii is 
the hero of Chaucer^s unfinished Squire^e Tale, Browning 
is referring to the lines in 11 Penserosoi 

Or cal! up him that left half*toid 
The story of Cambuscan bold. 

oUaUtsBimo : in the later editions this was altered to cdi 
to aUissimOy high to highest. AUaltieHnw is a word coined 
for the occasion. 

heccaccia, woodcocfc 

Ducmoy cathedral 

braccia, literally, arms, 1 e. cubits. 

Stanza 36. God and the People i Mazzioi’s motto* 
Foreseeing the day : later altered to At lea^ to foresee 
that glory of Giotto, 

Page 196* In a Balcony, Cf, Introduction, p. xx. 

Page 201. 1. 130. Enhcm, Peter Paul (1577-1640), one of 
the greatest Flemish painters, famous for the richness and 
warmth of Ms colouring. 

Page 21 L 1. 412. haladine, a dancer. 

Page 23L Saul Cf. Introduction^ p. xix* 

Said, Karshish, and Cleon all centre round the same 
thought, a thought expressed in Abt Vogler's cry that it is 
impossible to 

Doubt that thy power can fill the heart that thy power 
expands. 

Cleon, beating against the wall of human limitations, and 
SauJ, agonizing * drear and stark, blind and dumb % need t4io 
game message. David pours out before the king all the ]av%h 
profusion of nature, all the glory of undying fame, but though 
Saul stirs, ho does not fully awaken : 

Then the truth came upon me , . . 
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Would r suffer for him that I love ? So wilt Thou—so wilt 
Thou, 


* ^ * « * O Saul it shall be 

A Face like my face that receives thee: a ]\fan like to me. 
Thou shalt lo%’e and be loved by, for ever ! a Hand like tliis 
hand 

Shall throw open the gates of new life to thee ! See tlie 
Christ stand ! 

Once again Browning insists on that intimate personal relation- 
I ship which he feels can alone solve the problems of life. 

Page 234, stanza 6. jerboa, a little furred animal something 
like a mouse, with legs like a miniature kangaroo, and a very 
long tail. It lives in a burrow in the sand, and if frightened 
it leaps away at an extraordinarily rapid pace. 

Page 244. stanza 14, H^ront Mount Hebron, south*west 
of Jerusalem. 

Ktdron : the brook Xidron, a deep depression east of 
Jerusalem, which is dry not only in summer, but often in 
winter, though a storm speedily tui-ns it into a torrent. 

Page 253, J. 19, his Bourboti arm : Ferdinand 11 of Naples 
King Bomba—was descended from the Spanish branch 
of the Bourbon family. Cf. note on p. 151, 1. 715. 

Page 257. Protm^ an entirely imaginary portrait of an 
entirely imaginary emperor, characteristic of Browning in its 
power of summing up a wealth of suggestion in a few' lines- 
The prosaic posetbilitios following the poetic babyhood are 
in keeping with the peculiar dry common sense wdiieb under¬ 
lies Brownings work. No poet is more pitilessly true to the 
probabilities of life,* or tumbles us more abruptly from tfie 
pathetic or the sublime to the grotcscju©, Wordsworth iras 
accused of striding into the drawling-room, flinging a piece 
of mud on the carpet, and crying, ‘ There is a better man 
than any of you; ^ Browming, with all his passion, all his 
love of beauty and colour, all his fervent idealism, is as 
ancompromising a realist as the poet of Betty Foy or Harry 
^ Cf, Introduction, p, ix. 
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GiJK Nor is it only in the d&ring which combines in one 
poem the dainty tenderness of the 

baby faee^ with violets there, 

Vioiets instead of laurel in tlie hair. 

As those were all the little locks could bear, 

and the commonplaoeness of the man 

last of uso 
About the hunting-stables, 

that this poem is oharacteriatic* Its vie%v of empire is what 
we should expect of the friend of Garibaldi. There is no 
glamour about the thi’one, but its position affords opportunity 
for particular dramatic effect, and the dramatist takes advan¬ 
tage of the fact. The portrait of John the Smith is not 
without a suggestiveness of its own. 

Page 257. L 4. loric, corselet, breastplate. 

1. 10, Byzantium, i e. Constantinople the capita! 

of the Eastern Empire. 

Page 262. Holy Cross Day. In this poem, as in The 
Priviiege of Burial, Browning lays bare the senseless impiety 
of religious persecution. Possibly the fact that he himself 
was brought up a Nonconformist in an age of religious tests 
and disabilities may have quickened his sympatliies v\ith 
the oppressed. The width of his own toleration is shown 
in Chris^mus Eve. Cf, Introduction, p, ix. 

Stanza 9. the Corso^ one of the chief streets of Rome. 

Page 265, stanza 19. the Oh^oz a part of the city set 
aside for the Jews, and to which they w'ere strictly confined. 
Jews in the Middle Ages were compelled to wear a special 
dress to distinguish them, and were treated with every kind 
of injustice and indignity. 

Page 266, Fano : a little town on the Adriatic coast 

Page 267. stanza 6. Ctterchuy, Ciovanni FraTicesco Bar- 
bieri, called Ouercino (squint-eyed), an Italian painter of the 
seventeenth century. 

Alfred, dear friend ; Alfred Domett, the same friend who 
in another poem is addressed as ^ Waring 
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Page 26S. stanza S. Tf airoa s a river in the North Island 
of New Zealand. 

Paoi: 2tS9, Cleon, Here Browning approaches the thought 
contained in the Gramm<irian^s Fmieral and Abt Vogler from 
the other side. Instead of the perfect confidence of the man 
w'ho believes that this life is but the prologue to something 
fuller and grander, we see the restless yearning of the philo¬ 
sopher, painter, and poet, who finds life ‘ inadequate to joy \ 
and conscious of capacities beyond the limitations of the 
Jbody, dares at times imagine to his need 

Some future state revealed to us by Zeus, 

Unlimited in capabUity 

For joy, as this is in desire for joy, 

but yet dares only hint at it. 

With a touch of dramatic irony. Browning makes his 
imaginary pliilosopher contemporary with * one called Paulus 
Unknown to himself, he longs for ClirMianity, but to this 
cultured Greek, Christits and Paulus alike are barbarian 
Jews:— 

Thou wrongest our philosophy, 0 king. 

In stooping to inquire of such an one. 

And so he refuses the key to the mystery which perplescs Inm. 

1.4. in Tyranny t tyrant originally meant no more 
than a despotic ruler. 

Page 271. h 61. lighthouse. 

L 52, a porch adorned with paintings of historical. 

and religious subjects. 

Page 273, I. 140. Terpander i the father of Greek music. 
He flourished between 700 and 650 b, c. Before his time the 
Greek lyre had only four strings; he added another three. 

I, 141. Phidias and his friend i Phidias the most 
famous of all the great Greek soulptora. He was the Mend 
of Pericles, and flourished at the time when Greek art was in 
its perfection. The Parthenon—the great temple of Athena, 
which crowns the AcropoHs at Athens—was designed by liini, 
and many gf the sculptures which adorned it were the work 
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of }iig own hands. Among other things* he carved the famous 
statue of Athena herself—a figure of ivory and gold, forty 
feet high—which guarded Athens. CJontemporary with him 
was PraxiteUB^ sculptor of the great Hermes at Olympia. 

Page 27 !. 6. Sappho : the one famous poetess of anti¬ 
quity, author of many love lyrics. The greater number of her 
works have been lost, though recently a fragment of hers was 
discovered in Egypt, She lived in the seventh century B, c, 

I. 7. Mschylus {525-456 B. a) is said to have produced 
seventy tragedies. Only seven remain— Th^ Pemana, TAe 
AgainM The Bap]^iantBy Prometheus^ Agamem* 

lion. The VhoepJion^ and The Eunienides, the three last forming 
a trilogy. 

Page 285 , Popularity. To Browning, as to Carlyle, the 
poet is the interpreter. In this parable of the sea-shell he 
would have us see that the poetic gift consists not in the 
power to create some new thing, but in making men realize 
what is already there, in showing the marvellous Tyrian blue 
concealed in what the commonplace man takes for ‘Mere 
conciies i not fit for warp or woof 1 * It is alw^ays easy to see 
a tiling w'iieo once it has been pointed out: Hobbs and 
Nobbs, Nokes and Stokes, Brown, Smith, and Kobinaon can 
imitate the poet in more or less unintelligent ways, but if 
the poet had not opened their eyes they would have seen 
nothing but a shelhfisli to the end of time, and they are 
genuine plagiarists for having taken his ‘ dye of dyes *, they 
have no idea how to use it. Where Keats sees a miracle of 
wonder and beauty, they see an extract ‘ pneed and saleable 
at last *; but wliiic the poet is left unregarded and unknown, 
these little men attain a rapid and cheap popularity, and to 
them falls the material reward. 

Page 284, 1. 14. Astarie t the Greek and Roman form of 

tlie name Ashtoreth, the chief goddess of the Phoenicians. 
The Greek goddess Aphrodite was derived from her. 

Page 285. I 24. rmtrex: a genus of sea- snail with a very 
beautiful spikey ahelL The famous purple dye of Tyre—that 
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sold b 7 Lydia, Acts xvi. 14—wag obtained by crushing the 
shells of several species of murex* 

Paqk 280* The Heretic^s Tragedy. Cf. Introduction, p. ix. 
The Knights Templars were a military order founded in the 
twelfth century to protect pilgrims going to Jerusalem. By 
degrees they gained such enormoua wealth and power, that 
the jealousy of the French kings was aroused. The Templars 
ivere accused of practbing the most horrible crimes in secret, 
and numbers of them w'ere tortured to death. The order 
was abolished in 1312. On March 18, 1814, Jaequas du 
Bourg-ilolay, late grand master, was burnt alive in Paris. 
In this, as in the poems dealing w'ith the treatment of the 
Jews, Brow'ning is showing the extraordinary callousness 
engendered by religious persecution. There is no fierce pas¬ 
sion, eager to destroy tlie enemies of tJie Lord, nothing of 
the Old Testament spirit of horror and fury at the sight of an 
Achan | the whole thing is done with a placid orderliness 
which is far more horrible than any outburst of rage. The 
Latin names at the beginning are the titles of popular songs, 
to be used—as they often were—by the Church in her service. 
Hock-tidei Hock Tuesday was the second Tuesday after 
Easter. Originally it w'as a festival held to commemorate the 
defeat of the Danes, and it was kept as a general holiday. Rosa 
Mundi, Rose of the World. 5ew, fiikiie me foribus, * Support 
me with flowers,^ Cantugue VirgiUtis^ a Virgil in song. 0am- 
mts eram ,' I was glad ^ (Ps, cxxii). Jessides, the Son of Jesse. 

plagal cadence : plain chaunt melcKlies had at first only 
four modes (or scales), which were called the * Authentc 
Modes Later, foui' other modes were added, called * Plagal 
Modes Plagal-cadence is the form in which the chord of 
th^ tonic is preceded by that of the sub-dominant, i. e. this 
is a technical direction to the organist. 

Page 287. stan 2 a 2 * $Jte Emperor AUiixbrodi an imaginary 
potentate created by Browning. 

SuUan Saladin, a later sultan than Richard I’s great 
enemy. 
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Pope Clem&nl F, the pope who suppressed the order of 
Kniglits Templars- 

Stanza 4, havin&^ faggots of small wood used for kindling 
a fire, 

PaqeSSS. 1.17. Salvd revereniUf reverence being main¬ 
tained ; a form of apology for using sueh words as those 
applied to John. 

Page 2S9. stanza 8, Paul <mce reasoned of rigJUemi^- 

nes3 ; Acts xxvi* 28, 

Page 297, H. 80, 88. Oalculits, an internal disease; 
Tii$sh^ a cough; instances of Browning’s habit of giving 
a quaint tincture of learning to certain poems by using 
technical phraseology, 

L 95, hydroptic^ tJiirsty, 

Page 298, L 129. he seUled Holi*3 busirtesSf &o. Boti (that) 
and Oun (therefore) are Greek particles. The Grammarian 
systematized the rules governing their correct use, 

h 131, the enclitic De: an enclitic particle is connected 
with the preceding word; it may bo used to intensify the 
force of the demonstrativej e.g, o5f, this man. 

Pages 299, 300, One IFay of Lot^e and Another IFay of 
Love. Compare with these two. Love in a Life and Life in 
a Love. 

Page 302, I, 6, pr^mion, prelude. 

Page 303. 1,22, Beskmez Jacob Bcehmef a German re¬ 

ligious mystic of the seventeenth century. 

1, 37. him of Halberstadt: Johannes Oleim, a German 
minor poet of the early nineteentli century. 

Page 304. 1. 11. dalmatic, an ecclesiastical vestment, with 

loose, hanging sleeves. At one time it was worn by persons 
of high rank as a mark of dignity. 

Page 30S. One Word More: cf. Introduction, p. xiv, 
E, B. Z?. Elizabeth Barrett Browning, 

Page 300, stanza 3, ifer, Ban Sisto nam^s, i. e. the Sistine 
Madonna. 
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Folignoz this picture, representing the Virgin reposing 
on clouds, was originally painted for the high altar of the 
chapel of Ara Coeli* Later, it waa removed to Foligno, and 
it is now in the Vatican, 

HeTf tnsUa Florence in a vision i this picture Is now 
in the Pitti Palace. 

/fer, tlial's kfi tm$h lilies in l?ie Louvre : La Bdk Jmr^ 
diniere. 

Stanza 4 Guido Rmi (1575-1642), a famous Italian 
painter who spent the last years of lus life at Bologna. 

Stanza 5. Dante^s love for Beatrice Portinari is told by 
him in the Vita Nnom. When first he saw her she was 
a child of eight, and ho never knew her at all intimately, 
but throughout his life she remaiued his ideal of womanhood, 
and it was she w!io guided him through the Paradise of bis 
vision. In the Inferno he describes the sufferings endured by 
all those whom he considered the enemies of good, and it is 
this which makes Browning speak of him aa hating wicked¬ 
ness ; he liad no mercy on the evil. 

Page 307* Stanza 7^ Bice, a contracted form of Beatrice^ 

Page 308* stanza 10. Proves, perchajice, his mortal in the 
mintUe, i, e. shows liis human weakness at that very moment. 

Page 309. stanza 12. Jethro*s dattghter, Zipporah^ ivhom 
Moses married. 

Page 310. stanza 16. Bamminiato, a conspicuous church 
on a hill to the south-east of Flarence. 

Page 311. stanza 17. Zoroaster, founder or reformer of the 
ancient Parsec religion of Persia. To the Farsees, light is 
the symbol of God; hence their reverence for sun, moon* 
planets, and, failing these, fire. Zoroaster himself is said to 
have spent much time in studying the stars. 

Ckdileo (1664-1642), the great Italian astronomer w'ho 
first discovered the fact that the earth moves round the sun. 
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